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ADVERTISEMENT. 

The  Poems  of  Bums  appear  in  these  volumes 
as  arranged  and  edited  by  Robert  Chambers  in 
bis  Life  and  Works  of  Robert  Bums,  Edinburgh 
and  London,  1856.  Such  parts  of  the  Biography 
as  are  necessary  for  the  understanding  of  the 
poems,  or  of  the  occasions  which  gave  rise  to 
them,  are  retained  in  the  form  of  prefaces  to  the 
individual  pieces.  Verbal  changes  of  a  trifling 
description  have  here  and  there  been  required. 

The  Memoir  of  Bums  is  taken  from  the  eighth 
edition  of  the  Encyclopeedia  BritanniccL 
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marked  a  composed  the  first  edition,  published  at  Kilmarnock 
in  1786  ;  those  marked  b  were  added  in  the  second  edition, 
published  at  Edinburgh  in  1787;  those  marked  c  were  added 
in  the  edition  of  1793.  These,  with  certain  pieces  which  ap- 
peared in  the  early  volumes  of  Johnson's  Scots  Musical 
Museum,  and  Thomson's  Select  Melodies  of  Scotland,  were 
all  that  Bums  himself  committed  to  print;  the  rest,  as  well  as 
his  letters,  have  been  published  since  his  death.  In  this  list 
of  contents,  the  pieces  published  in  Johnson's  Museum  are 
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hart's  Life  of  Bums,  i ;  those  in  Cunningham's  edition,  18.34, 
j ;  those  in  Hogg  and  ilotberwell's  edition,  1834-6,  it; ;  those 
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those  in  Blackie's  edition,  1846,  m ;  those  added  in  the  pres- 
ent work,  n ;  an  asterisk  being  given  in  certain  cases  where 
it  is  ascertained  that  the  poem  was  previously  sent  forth  fu- 
gitively. 
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MEMOIR 

OF   THB 

LIFE  OF   ROBERT   BURNS. 


Robert  Burns,  the  national  bard  of  Scotland, 
was  bom  on  the  25th  of  January,  1759,  in  a  clay- 
built  cottage  about  two  miles  south  of  the  town  of 
Ayr.  He  was  the  eldest  son  of  William  Bumes, 
or  Burness,  who  at  the  period  of  Robert's  birth 
was  gardener  and  overseer  to  a  gentleman  of 
small  estate ;  but  resided  on  a  few  acres  of  land 
which  he  had  on  lease  from  another  person.  The 
father  was  a  man  of  strict  religious  principles, 
and  also  distinguished  for  that  penetration  and 
knowledge  of  mankind  which  was  afterwards  so 
conspicuous  in  his  son.  The  mother  of  the  poet 
was  likewise  a  very  sagacious  woman,  and  pos- 
sessed an  inexhaustible  store  of  ballads  and  legen- 
dary tales,  with  which  she  hourished  the  infant 
imagination  of  him  whose  own  productions  were 
destined  to  exc^  tliem  all. 

These  worthy  persons  labored  diligently  for 
the  support  of  an  increasing  family  ;  nor,  in  the 
midst  of  harassing  struggles,  did  they  neglect  the 
mental  improvement  of  their  offspring  ;  a  charao- 
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teristic  of  Scottish  parents,  even  under  the  most 
depressing  circumstances.  In  his  sixth  year  Rob- 
ert was  put  under  the  tuition  of  one  Campbell, 
and  subsequently  under  Mr.  John  Murdoch,  a 
very  faithful  and  pains-taking  teacher.  With 
Mr.  Murdoch  he  remained  for  a  few  years,  and 
was  accurately  instructed  in  the  first  principles  of 
composition.  The  poet  and  his  brother  Gilbert 
were  the  aptest  pupils  in  the  school,  and  were 
generally  at  the  head  of  the  class.  Mr.  Murdoch, 
in  afterwards  recording  the  impressions  which  the 
two  brothers  made  on  him,  says,  "  Gilbert  always 
appeared  to  me  to  possess  a  more  lively  imagina- 
tion, and  to  be  more  of  the  wit,  than  Robert,  I 
attempted  to  teach  them  a  little  church-music 
Here  they  were  left  far  behind  by  all  the  rest  of 
the  school.  Robert's  ear  in  particular  was  re- 
markably dull,  and  his  voice  untunable.  It  was 
long  before  I  could  get  them  to  distinguish  one 
tune  from  another.  Robert's  countenance  was 
genenilly  grave,  and  expressive  of  a  serious,  con- 
templative, and  thoughtful  mind.  Gilbert's  face 
said.  Mirth,  tirith  thee  I  mean  to  live ;  and  cer- 
tainly, if  any  person  who  knew  the  two  boys  had 
been  asked  which  of  them  was  the  most  likely  to 
court  the  muses,  he  would  never  have  guessed 
that  Robert  had  a  propensity  of  tlmt  kind." 

Besides  the  tuition  of  Mr.  Murdoch,  Burns 
received  instructions  ftx>m  his  father  in  writing 
and  arithmetic.     Under  their  joint  care  he  made 
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rapid  progress,  and  was  remarkable  for  the  ease 
with  which  he  committed  devotional  poetry  to 
memory.  The  following  extract  from  his  letter 
to  Dr.  Moore  in  1787  is  interesting,  from  the  light 
which  it  throws  upon  his  progress  as  a  scholar, 
and  on  the  formation  of  his  character  as  a  poet :  — 
"  At  those  years,"  says  he,  "  I  was  by  no  means 
a  favourite  with  anybody.  I  was  a  good  deal 
noted  for  a  retentive  memory,  a  stubborn  sturdy 
something  in  my  disposition,  and  an  enthusiastic 
idiot  piety.  I  say  idiot  piety,  because  T  was  then 
but  a  child.  Though  it  cost  the"  schoolmaster 
some  thrashings,  I  made  an  excellent  scholar ; 
and  by  the  time  I  was  ten  or  eleven  years  of  age, 
I  was  a  critic  in  substantives,  verbs,  and  particles. 
In  my  infant  and  boyish  days,  too,  I  owed  much 
to  an  old  woman  who  resided  in  the  family,  re- 
markable for  her  ignorance,  credulity,  and  super- 
stition. She  had,  I  suppose,  the  largest  collection 
in  the  country,  of  tales  and  songs  concerning 
devils,  ghosts,  fairies,  brownies,  witches,  warlocks, 
spunkies,  kelpies,  elf-candles,  dead-lights,  wraiths, 
apparitions,  cantrips,  giants,  enchanted  towers, 
dragons,  and  other  trumpery.  This  cultivated 
the  latent  seeds  of  poetry ;  but  had  so  strong  an 
effect  on  my  imagination,  that  to  this  hour,  in  my 
nocturnal  rambles,  I  sometimes  keep  a  sharp  look- 
out in  suspicious  places  ;  and  though  nobody  can 
be  more  sceptical  than  I  am  in  such  matters,  yet 
it  often  takes  an  effort  of  philosophy  to  shake  off 
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these  idle  terrors.  The  earliest  composition  that 
I  recollect  taking  pleasure  in  was  The  Vision  of 
Mirza,  and  a  hymn  of  Addison's,  beginning,  How 
are  thy  servants  blest,  0  Lord!  I  particularly 
remember  one  half-stanza,  which  was  music  to 
my  boyish  ear  — 

For  though  on  dreadful  whirls  we  hung 
High  on  the  broken  wave.  — 

I  met  with  these  pieces  in  MasorCs  English  Col- 
lection, one  of  my  scliool-books.  The  first  two 
books  I  ever  read  in  private,  and  which  gave  me 
more  pleasure  than  any  two  books  I  ever  read 
since,  were.  The  Life  of  Hannibal,  and  The  His- 
tory of  Sir  William  Wallace.  Hannibal  gave  my 
young  ideas  such  a  turn,  that  I  used  to  strut  in 
raptures  up  and  down  after  the  recruiting  drum 
and  bagpipe,  and  wish  myself  tall  enough  to  be  a 
soldier  ;  while  the  story  of  Wallace  poured  a  tide 
of  Scottish  prejudice  into  my  veins,  which  will 
boil  along  there  till  the  flood-gates  of  life  shut  in 
eternal  rest." 

Mr.  Murdoch's  removal  from  Mount  Oliphant 
deprived  Burns  of  his  instructions ;  but  they  were 
still  continued  by  the  father  of  the  hard.  Aboat 
the  age  of  fourteen  he  was  sent  to  school  every 
alternate  wevk  for  the  improvement  of  his  writ- 
ing. In  the  meanwhile  he  was  busily  employed 
upon  the  operations  of  the  farm  ;  and,  at  the  age 
of  fifteen,  was  considered  as  the  principal  laborer 
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npoD  it.  About  a  year  after  this  he  gained  three 
weeks  of  respite,  which  he  spent  with  his  old  tutor 
Murdoch  at  Ayr,  in  revising  the  English  gram- 
mar, and  in  studying  the  French  language,  in 
which  he  made  uncommon  progress.  Ere  his 
sixteenth  year  elapsed,  he  had  considerably  ex- 
tended his  reading.  The  vicinity  of  Mount 
Oliphant  to  Ayr  afforded  him  facilities  for  grati- 
fying what  had  now  become  a  passion.  Among 
the  books  which  he  had  perused  were  some  plays 
of  Shakspeare,  Pope,  the  works  of  Allan  Ramsay, 
and  a  collection  of  songs  which  constituted  his 
vade-mecum.  "  I  pored  over  them,"  says  he, 
"  driving  my  cart  or  walking  to  labour,  song  by 
Bong,  verse  by  verse,  carefully  noticing  the  true 
tender  or  sublime  from  affectation  and  fustian." 
So  early  did  he  evince  his  attachment  to  the  lyric 
muse,  in  which  he  was  destined  to  surpass  all 
who  have  gone  before  or  succeeded  him. 

At  this  period  the  family  removed  to  Lochlea, 
in  the  parish  of  Torbolton.  Some  time  before, 
however,  he  had  made  his  first  attempt  in  poetry. 
It  was  a  song  addressed  to  a  rural  beauty  about 
his  own  age ;  and  though  possessing  no  great 
merits  as  a  whole,  it  contains  some  lines  and 
ideas  which  would  have  done  honor  to  him  at 
any  age.  After  the  removal  to  Lochlea  his 
literary  zeal  slackened,  for  he  was  thus  cut  off 
from  those  acquaintances  whose  conversation  stim- 
ulated his  powers,  and  whose  kindness  supplied 
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him  with  books.  For  about  three  years  after  this 
period  he  was  busily  employed  upon  the  farm ; 
but  at  intervals  he  paid  his  addresses  to  the  poetic 
muse,  and  with  no  common  success.  The  sum- 
mer of  his  nineteenth  year  was  spent  in  the  study 
of  mensuration,  surveying,  etc.  at  a  small  sea-port 
town,  a  good  distance  from  home.  He  returned 
to  his  father's  considerably  improved.  "  My 
reading,"  says  he,  "  was  enlarged  with  the  very 
important  addition  of  Thomson's  and  Shenstone's 
works.  I  had  seen  human  nature  in  a  new  pha- 
sis  ;  and  I  engaged  several  of  my  school-fellows  to 
keep  up  a  literary  correspondence  with  me.  This 
improved  me  in  composition.  I  had  met  with  a 
collection  of  letters  by  the  wits  of  Queen  Anne's 
reign,  and  I  pored  over  them  most  devoutly  ;  I 
kept  copies  of  any  of  my  own  letters  that  pleased 
me ;  and  a  comparison  between  them  and  the 
composition  of  most  of  my  corresjwndents  flat- 
tered my  vanity.  1  carried  this  whim  so  far,  that 
though  I  had  not  three  farthings  worth  of  busi- 
ness in  the  world,  yet  almost  every  post  brought 
me  as  many  letters  as  if  I  had  been  a  broad 
plodding  son  of  day-book  and  ledger." 

His  mind,  peculiarly  susceptible  of  tender  im- 
pressions, was  continually  the  slave  of  some  rustic 
charmer.  In  the  "  heat  and  whirlwind  of  his 
love,"  he  generally  found  relief  in  poetry,  by 
which,  as  by  a  safety  valve,  his  turbulent  passions 
were  allowed  to  have  vent.     He  formed  the  reso- 
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lution  of  entering  the  matrimonial  state ;  but  his 
circumscribed  means  of  subsistence  as  a  farmer 
preventing  his  taking  that  step,  he  resolved  on 
becoming  a  flax-tlresser,  for  which  purpose  he 
removed  to  the  town  of  Irvine  in  1781.  The 
speculation  turned  out  unsuccessful ;  for  the  shop 
catching  fire,  was  burnt,  and  the  poet  returned  to 
his  fatlier  without  a  sixpence.  During  his  stay 
at  Irvine  he  had  met  with  Ferguson's  poems. 
This  circumstance  was  of  some  importance  to 
Burns,  for  it  roused  his  poetic  powers  from  the 
torpor  into  which  they  had  fallen,  and  in  a  great 
measure  finally  determined  the  Scottish  character 
of  his  poetry.  He  here  also  contracted  some 
friendships,  which  he  himself  says  did  him  mis- 
chief; and,  by  his  brother  Gilbert's  account,  from 
this  date  there  was  a  serious  change  in  his  con- 
duct. The  venerable  and  excellent  parent  of  the 
poet  died  soon  after  his  son's  return.  The  sup- 
port of  the  family  now  devolving  upon  Burns,  in 
conjunction  with  his  brother  he  took  a  sub-lease 
of  the  farm  of  Mossgiel,  in  the  parish  of  Mauch- 
line.  The  four  years  which  he  resided  upon  this 
fann  were  the  most  important  of  his  life.  It  was 
here  he  felt  that  nature  had  designed  him  for  a 
poet ;  and  here,  accordingly,  his  genius  began  to 
develop  its  energies  in  those  strains  which  will 
make  his  name  famiUar  to  all  future  times,  the 
admiration  of  every  civilized  country,  and  '■ho 
glory  and  boast  of  his  own. 
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The  vigor  of  Burns's  understanding,  and  the 
keenness  of  his  wit,  as  displayed  more  particu- 
larly at  masonic  meetings  and  debating  clubs,  of 
which  he  formed  one  at  Mauchline,  began  to 
spread  his  fame  as  a  man  of  uncommon  endow- 
ments. He  now  could  number  as  his  acquaint- 
ance several  clergymen,  and  also  some  gentlemen 
of  subsftance ;  amongst  whom  was  Mr.  Gavin 
Hamilton,  writer  in  Mauchline,  one  of  his  earliest 
patrons.  One  circumstance  more  than  any  other 
contributed  to  increase  his  notoriety.  "  Polemical 
divinity,"  says  he  to  Dr.  Moore  in  1787,  "about 
this  time  was  putting  the  country  half  mad ;  and 
I,  ambitious  of  shining  in  conversation-parties  on 
Sundays,  at  funerals,  etc.,  used  to  puzzle  Calvin- 
ism with  so  much  heat  and  indiscretion,  that  I 
raised  a  hue-and-cry  of  heresy  against  me,  which 
has  not  ceased  to  this  hour."  The  farm  which  he 
possessed  belonged  to  the  Earl  of  Loudon,  but 
the  brothers  held  it  in  sub-lejise  from  Mr.  Hamil- 
ton. This  gentleman  was  at  open  feud  with  one 
of  the  ministers  of  Mauchline,  who  was  a  rigid 
Calvinist  Mr.  Hamilton  maintained  opi)osite 
tenets ;  and  it  is  not  matter  of  surprise  that  the 
young  farmer  should  have  espoused  his  cause, 
and  brought  all  the  resources  of  his  genius  to 
bear  upon  it.  The  result  was  The  Holy  Fair, 
The  Ordination,  Holy  Willie's  Prayer,  and  other 
satires,  as  much  distinguished  for  their  coarse 
severity  and  bitterness,  as  for  their  genius. 
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The  applause  which  greeted  these  pieces  em- 
boldened the  poet,  and  encouraged  him  to  proceed. 
In  his  life  by  his  brother  Gilbert,  a  very  interest- 
ing account  is  given  of  the  occasions  which  gave 
rise  to  the  poems,  and  the  chronological  order  in 
which  they  were  pi'oduced.  The  exquisite  pathos 
and  humor,  the  strong  manly  sense,  the  masterly 
command  of  felicitous  language,  the  graphic  power 
of  delineating  scenery,  manners,  and  incidents, 
which  appear  so  conspicuously  in  his  various 
poems,  could  not  fail  to  call  forth  the  admiration 
of  those  who  were  favored  with  a  perusal  of  them. 
But  the  clouds  of  misfortune  were  gathering 
darkly  above  the  head  of  him  who  was  thus 
giving  delight  to  a  large  and  widening  circle 
of  friends.  The  farm  of  Mossgiel  proved  a  los- 
ing concern  ;  and  an  amour  with  Jane  Armour, 
afterwards  Mrs.  Burns,  had  assumed  so  serious 
an  aspect,  that  he  at  first  resolved  to  fly  from  the 
scene  of  his  disgrace  and  misery.  One  trait  of 
his  character,  however,  must  be  mentioned.  Be- 
fore taking  any  steps  for  his  departure,  he  met 
Jane  Armour  by  appointment,  and  gave  into  her 
hands  a  written  acknowledgment  of  marriage, 
which,  when  produced  by  a  person  in  her  sit- 
i^ation,  is,  according  to  the  Scots  law,  to  be  ac- 
cepted as  legal  evidence  of  an  irregular  marriage 
having  really  taken  place.  This  Jane  burned 
at  I  he  persuasion  of  her  father,  who  was  adverse 
•!  nijirriage ;  and  Burns,  thus  wounded  in  the 
•...I.  b 
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two  most  powerful  feelings  of  his  mind,  his  love 
and  pride,  was  driven  almost  to  insanity.  Jamaica 
was  his  destination  ;  but  as  he  did  not  possess  the 
money  necessary  to  defray  the  expense  of  his  pas- 
sage out,  he  resolved  to  publish  some  of  liis  best 
poems,  in  order  to  raise  the  requisite  sura.  These 
views  were  warmly  promoted  by  some  of  his 
more  opulent  friends  ;  and  a  sufficiency  of  sub- 
scribers having  been  procured,  one  of  the  finest 
volumes  of  poetry  that  ever  appeared  in  the 
world  issued  from  the  provincial  press  of  Kil- 
marnock. 

It  is  hardly  possible  to  imagine  with  what 
eager  admiration  and  delight  they  were  every- 
where received.  They  possessed  in  an  eminent 
degree  all  those  qualities  which  invariably  con- 
tribute to  render  any  literary  work  quickly  and 
permanently  popular.  They  were  written  in  a 
phraseology  of  which  all  the  powers  were  univer- 
sally felt,  and  which  being  at  once  antique,  famil- 
iar, and  now  rarely  written,  was  therefore  fitted 
to  serve  all  the  dignified  and  picturesque  uses  of 
])oetry,  without  making  it  unintelligible.  The 
imagery  and  the  sentiment,s  were  at  once  natural, 
impressive,  and  interesting.  Those  topics  of  sat- 
ire and  scandal  in  which  the  rustic  delights  ;  thfit 
humorous  imitation  of  chanicter,  and  that  witty 
association  of  idejis  familiar  and  striking,  yet  not 
MHtiirally  Jillie<l  to  one  another,  winch  ha**  force  to 
bliakc    h\<    sides    with    ImijIiffM' ;   those    fuiieies   of 
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superstition,  at  which  one  still  wonders  and  trem- 
bles ;  those  affecting  sentiments  and  images  of 
true  religion,  which  are  at  once  dear  and  awful 
to  the  heart ;  were  all  represented  by  Bums  with 
the  magical  power  of  true  poetry.  Old  and 
young,  high  and  low,  grave  and  gay,  learned  and 
ignorant,  all  were  alike  surprised  and  transported. 
In  the  mean  time,  a  few  copies  of  these  fasci- 
nating poems  found  their  way  to  Edinburgh,  and 
having  been  read  to  Dr.  Blacklock,  obtained  his 
warmest  approbation  ;  and  he  advised  the  author 
to  repair  to  Edinburgh.  Burns  lost  no  time  in 
complying  with  this  request ;  and  accordingly, 
towards  the  end  of  the  year  1786,  he  set  out  for 
the  capital,  where  he  was  received  by  Dr.  Black- 
lock  with  the  most  flattering  kindness,  and  intro- 
duced to  every  person  of  taste  among  that  excel- 
lent man's  friends.  Multitudes  now  vied  w^ith 
each  other  in  patronizing  the  rustic  poet.  Those 
who  possessed  at  once  true  taste  and  ardent  phi- 
lanthropy were  soon  united  in  his  praise ;  those 
who  were  disposed  to  favor  any  good  thing  belong- 
ing to  Scotland,  purely  because  it  was  Scottish, 
gladly  joined  the  cry  ;  while  those  who  had  hearts 
and  understandings  to  be  charmed  without  know- 
ing why,  when  they  saw  their  native  customs, 
manners,  and  language,  made  the  subjects  and 
the  materials  of  poesy,  could  not  suppress  that 
impulse  of  feeling  which  struggled  to  declare 
itself  in  favor  of  Burns. 
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Thus  did  Bums,  ere  he  had  been  many  weeks 
in  Edinburgh,  find  himself  the  object  of  universal 
curiosity,  favor,  admiration,  and  fondness.  He 
was  sought  after,  courted  with  attentions  the  most 
respectful  and  assiduous,  feasted,  flattered,  ca- 
ressed, and  treated  by  all  ranks  as  the  great 
boast  of  his  country,  whom  it  was  scarcely  {)os- 
sible  to  honor  and  reward  in  a  degree  equal  to 
his  merits. 

A  new  edition  of  his  poems  was  called  for;  and 
the  public  mind  was  directed  to  the  subject  by 
Henry  Mackenzie,  who  dedicated  a  paper  in  the 
Lounger  to  a  commendatory  notice  of  the  poet. 
This  circumstance  will  ever  be  remembered  to 
the  honor  of  that  polished  writer,  not  only  for  the 
warmth  of  the  eulogy  he  bestowed,  but  because  it 
was  the  first  printed  acknowledgment  which  had 
been  made  to  the  genius  of  Burns.  The  copy- 
right was  sold  to  Creech  for  £100 ;  but  the  friends 
of  the  poet  advised  him  to  forward  a  subscription. 
The  patronage  of  the  Caledonian  Hunt,  a  very 
influential  l)ody,  was  obtained.  The  list  of  sub- 
8crib('i-s  rapidly  rose  to  1500  ;  many  gentlemen 
paying  a  great  deal  more  than  the  price  of  the 
volume ;  and  it  was  supposed  that  the  poet  de- 
rived from  the  subscription  and  the  sale  of  his 
copyright  a  clear  profit  of  at  least  £700. 

The  conversation  of  Burns,  according  to  the 
testimony  of  all  the  eminent  men  who  heard  him, 
WM  even  more  wonderful  than  his  poetry.     He 
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affected  no  soft  air  nor  graceftil  motions  of  polite- 
ness, which  might  have  ill  accorded  with  the  rus- 
tic plainness  of  his  native  manner?!.  Conscious 
Buperiority  of  mind  taught  him  to  associate  with 
the  great,  the  learned,  and  the  gay,  without  being 
overawed  into  any  such  bashfulness  as  might  have 
rendered  him  confused  in  thought  or  hesitating  in 
elocution.  He  possessed  withal  an  extraordinary 
share  of  plain  common  sense  or  mother  wit,  which 
prevented  him  from  obtruding  upon  persons,  of 
whatever  rank,  with  whom  he  was  admitted  to 
converse,  any  of  those  effusions  of  vanity,  envy, 
or  self-conceit,  in  which  authors  who  have  lived 
remote  from  the  general  practice  of  life,  and  whose 
minds  have  been  almost  exclusively  confined  to 
contemplate  their  own  studies  and  their  own 
works,  are  but  too  prone  to  indulge.  In  con- 
versation he  displayed  a  sort  of  intuitive  quick- 
ness and  rectitude  of  judgment  upon  every  subject 
that  arose.  The  sensibility  of  his  heart,  and  the 
vivacity  of  his  fancy,  gave  a  rich  coloring  to 
whatever  opinions  he  was  disposed  to  advance  ; 
and  his  language  was  tlms  not  less  happy  in  con- 
versation than  in  his  writings.  Hence  those  who 
had  met  and  conversed  with  him  once,  were 
pleased  to  meet  and  to  converse  with  him  again 
and  again. 

For  some  time  he  associated  only  with  the  vir- 
tuous, the  learned,  and  the  wise,  and  the  purity 
of  his  morals  remained  uncontaminated.     But  un- 
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fortunately  he  fell,  as  others  have  fallen  in  similar 
circumstances.  He  suffered  himself  to  be  sur- 
rounded by  persons  who  were  proud  to  tell  that 
they  had  been  in  company  with  Burns,  and  had 
seen  Burns  as  loose  and  as  foolish  as  themselves. 
He  now  also  began  to  contract  something  of  arro- 
gance in  conversation.  Accustomed  to  be  among 
his  associates  what  is  vulgarly  but  expressively 
called  "  the  cock  of  the  company,"  he  could 
scarcely  refrain  from  indulging  in  a  similar  free- 
dom and  dictatorial  decision  of  talk,  even  in  the 
presence  of  persons  who  could  less  patiently  en- 
dure presumption. 

After  remaining  some  months  in  the  Scottish 
metropolis,  basking  in  the  noontide  sun  of  a  popu- 
larity which,  as  Dugald  Stewart  well  remarks, 
would  have  turned  any  head  but  his  own,  he 
formed  a  resolution  of  returning  to  the  shades 
whence  he  had  emerged,  but  not  before  he  had 
perambulated  the  southern  border.  On  the  6th 
of  May,  1787,  he  set  out  on  hid  journey,  and, 
visiting  all  that  appeared  interesting  on  the  north 
of  the  Tweed,  proceeded  to  Newcastle  and  other 
places  on  the  English  side.  He  returned  in 
about  two  months  to  his  family  at  Mauchline ; 
but  in  a  short  period  he  again  set  out  on  an  ez> 
cursion  to  the  north,  where  Ik;  was  most  flatter- 
ingly received  by  all  the  great  families.  On  his 
return  to  Mossgicl  he  completed  his  marriage 
with  Jane  Armour.     He   then  concluded  a  bar* 
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gain  with  Mr.  Miller  of  Dalswinton,  for  a  lease 
of  the  farm  of  Elliesland,  on  advantageous  terms. 
Burns  entered  on  possession  of  this  farm  at 
Whitsunday,  1788.  He  had  formerly  applied 
with  success  for  an  excise  commission,  and  during 
six  weeks  of  the  summer  of  this  year  he  had  to 
attend  to  the  business  of  that  profession  at  Ayr. 
His  life  for  some  time  was  thus  wandering  and 
unsettled ;  and  Dr.  Currie  mentions  this  as  one 
of  his  chief  misfortunes.  Mrs.  Burns  came  home 
to  him  towards  the  end  of  the  year,  and  the  poet 
was  accustomed  to  say  that  the  happiest  period  of 
his  life  was  the  first  winter  he  spent  in  Elliesland. 
The  neighboring  farmers  and  gentlemen,  pleased 
to  obtain  for  a  neighbor  the  poet  by  whose  works 
they  had  been  delighted,  kindly  sought  his  com- 
pany, and  invited  him  to  their  houses.  Burns, 
however,  found  an  inexpressible  charm  in  sitting 
down  beside  his  wife,  at  his  own  fireside  ;  in  wan- 
dering over  his  own  grounds  ;  in  once  more  put- 
ting his  hand  to  the  spade  and  the  plough ;  in 
forming  his  enclosures,  and  managing  his  cattle. 
For  some  months  he  felt  almost  all  that  felicity 
which  fancy  had  taught  him  to  expect  in  his  new 
situation.  He  had  been  for  a  time  idle ;  but  his 
muscles  were  not  yet  unbraced  for  rural  toil.  He 
now  seemed  to  find  a  joy  in  being  the  husband  of 
the  mistress  of  his  affections  and  in  seeing  him- 
self the  father  of  children  such  as  promised  to 
attach  him  forever  to  that  modest,  humble,  and 
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domestic  life,  in  which  alone  he  could  hope  to  be 
permanently  happy.  Even  his  engagements  in 
the  service  of  the  excise  did  not,  at  first,  threaten 
either  to  contaminate  the  poet  or  to  ruin  the  far- 
mer. 

From  various  causes,  the  farming  speculation 
did  not  succeed.  Indeed,  from  the  time  he  ob- 
tained a  situation  under  government,  he  gradually 
began  to  sink  the  farmer  in  the  exciseman.  Occa- 
sionally he  assisted  in  the  rustic  occupations  of 
EUiesland,  but  for  the  most  part  he  wjis  engaged 
in  very  different  pursuits.  In  his  professional 
perambulations  over  the  moors  of  Dumfriesshire 
he  had  to  encounter  temptations  which  a  mind 
and  temperament  like  his  found  it  dilRcult  to 
resist  His  immortal  works  had  made  him  uni- 
versally known  and  enthusiastically  admired ;  and 
accordingly  he  was  a  w(;kM)me  guest  at  every 
house,  from  the  most  princely  mansion  to  the 
lowest  country  inn.  In  the  latter  he  wjis  too  fre- 
quently to  be  found  as  the  presiding  genius,  and 
master  of  the  orgies.  However,  he  still  continued 
at  intervals  to  cultivate  the  muse  ;  and,  besides  a 
variety  of  other  pieces,  he  produced  at  this  period 
the  inimitable  poem  of  Tam  O'Shanter.  John- 
son's Miscellany  was  also  indfl)ted  to  him  for  I  hi? 
finest  of  its  lyrics.  One  pleasing  trait  of  his  char- 
acter must  not  be  overUx)ked.  He  supt^rintended 
the  formation  of  a  subscription  library  in  the  par- 
ish, and  took  the  whole  management  (if  it  upon 
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limself.  These  institutions,  though  common  now, 
¥ere  not  so  at  the  period  of  which  we  write ;  and 
t  should  never  be  forgotten  that  Burns  was 
unongst  the  first,  if  not  the  very  first,  of  their 
bunders  in  the  rural  districts  of  southern  Scot- 
and. 

Towards  the  close  of  1791  he  finally  abandoned 
lis  farm  ;  and  obtaining  an  appointment  to  the 
Dumfries  division  of  excise,  he  repaired  to  that 
own  on  a  salary  of  £70  per  annum.  All  Ms 
jrincipal  biographers  concur  in  stating  that  after 
settling  in  Dumfries  his  moral  career  was  down- 
wards. Heron,  who  had  some  acquaintance  with 
:he  matter,  says,  "  His  dissipation  became  still 
aaore  deeply  habitual ;  he  was  here  more  exposed 
than  in  the  country  to  be  solicited  to  share  the' 
revels  of  the  dissolute  and  the  idle  ;  foolish  young 
men  flocked  eagerly  about  him,  and  from  time  to 
time  pressed  him  to  drink  with  them,  that  they 
might  enjoy  his  wit.  The  Caledonian  Club,  too, 
and  the  Dumfriesshire  and  Galloway  Hunt,  had 
occasional  meetings  in  Dumfries  after  Burns  went 
to  reside  there ;  and  the  poet  was  of  course  in- 
vited to  share  their  conviviality,  and  hesitated  not 
to  accept  the  invitation.  In  the  intervals  between 
his  different  fits  of  intemperance  he  suffered  the 
keenest  anguish  of  remorse,  and  horribly  afilictive 
foresight.  His  Jane  behaved  with  a  degree  of 
conjugal  and  maternal  tenderness  and  prudence, 
which  made  him  feel  more  bitterly  the  evil  of 
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his  misconduct,  although  they  could  not  reclaim 
him." 

This  is  a  dark  picture,  perhaps  too  dark.  The 
Rev.  Mr.  Gray,  who,  as  the  teacher  of  his  son, 
was  intimately  acquainted  with  Burns,  and  had 
frequent  opportunities  of  judging  of  his  general 
character  and  deportment,  gives  a  more  amiable 
portrait  of  the  bard.  Being  an  eye-witness,  the 
testimony  of  this  gentleman  must  be  allowed  to 
have  some  weight.  "The  truth  is,"  says  he, 
"  Burns  was  seldom  intoxicated.  The  drunkard 
soon  becomes  besotted,  and  is  shunned  even  by 
the  convivial.  Had  he  been  so,  he  could  not 
have  long  continued  the  idol  of  every  party." 
This  is  strong  reiisoning  ;  and  he  goes  on  to  men- 
tion other  circumstances  which  seem  to  confirm 
the  truth  of  his  position.  In  balancing  these  two 
statements,  a  juster  estimate  of  the  moral  deport- 
ment of  Burns  may  be  formed. 

In  the  year  1792  party  politics  ran  to  a  great 
height  in  Scotland,  and  the  liberal  and  indepen- 
dent spirit  of  Burns  did  certainly  betniy  him  into 
some  indiscretions.  A  general  opinion  prevails, 
that  he  so  far  lost  the  good  graces  of  his  superiors 
by  his  conduct,  as  to  consider  all  jirospects  of 
future  promotion  as  hopeless.  But  this  appears 
not  to  have  been  the  case ;  and  the  fact  that  he 
acted  as  supervisor  before  his  death  is  a  strong 
pi-oof  to  the  contrary.  Of  his  ix)Utical  verses  few 
have  as  yet  been    published.      But  in  theso  he 
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warmly  espoused  the  cause  of  the  Whigs,  which 
kept  up  the  spleen  of  the  other  party,  already 
suflSciently  provoked  ;  and  this  may  in  some  meas- 
ure account  for  the  bittei'ness  with  which  his  own 
character  was  attacked. 

Whatever  opinion  may  be  formed  of  the  extent 
of  his  dissipation  in  Dumfries,  one  fact  is  unques- 
tionable, that  his  powers  remained  unimpaired  to 
the  last ;  it  was  there  he  produced  his  finest  lyrics, 
and  they  are  the  finest,  as  well  as  the  purest,  that 
ever  delighted  mankind.  Besides  Johnson's  Mu- 
seum, in  which  he  took  an  interest  to  the  last,  and 
contributed  most  extensively,  he  formed  a  connec- 
tion with  Mr.  George  Thomson  of  Edinburgh. 
This  gentleman  had  conceived  the  laudable  design 
of  collecting  the  national  melodies  of  Scotland, 
with  accompaniments  by  the  most  eminent  com- 
posers, and  poetry  by  the  most  eminent  writers, 
in  addition  to  those  words  which  were  originally 
attached  to  them.  From  the  multitude  of  songs 
wiiich  Burns  wrote  from  the  year  1792  till  tlie 
commencement  of  his  illness,  it  is  evident  that  few 
days  could  have  passed  vvithout  his  producing  some 
slanzas  for  the  work.  The  following  passage  from 
his  correspondence,  which  was  also  most  exten- 
sive, proves  that  his  songs  were  not  hurriedly  got 
up,  but  composed  with  the  utmost  care  and  atten- 
tion. "  Until  I  am  complete  master  of  a  tune  in 
my  own  singing,  such  as  it  is,"  says  he,  "  I  can 
never  compose  for  it.     My   way  is  this.     I  con- 
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sider  the  poetic  sentiment  correspondent  to  my 
idea  of  the  musical  expression,  —  then  choose  my 
theme,  —  compose  one  stanza.  When  that  is 
composed,  which  is  generally  the  most  difficult 
part  of  the  business,  I  walk  out,  —  sit  down  now 
and  then,  —  look  out  for  objects  in  nature  round 
me  that  are  in  unison  or  harmony  with  the  cogita- 
tions of  my  fancy,  and  workings  of  my  bosom,  — 
humming  every  now  and  then  tlie  air,  with  the 
verses  I  have  framed.  When  I  feel  my  muse 
beginning  to  jade,  I  retire  to  the  soHtary  fireside 
of  my  study,  and  there  commit  my  effusions  to 
paper ;  swinging  at  intervals  on  the  hind  legs  of 
my  elbow-chair,  by  way  of  calling  forth  my  own 
critical  strictures,  as  my  pen  goes.  Seriously, 
this,  at  home,  is  almost  invariably  my  way." 
This  is  not  only  interesting  for  the  light  which 
it  throws  upon  his  method  ot  composition,  but  it 
proves  that  conviviality  had  not  as  yet  greater 
charms  for  him  than  the  muse. 

From  his  youth  Burns  had  exhibited  ominous 
symptoms  of  a  radical  disorder  in  his  constitution. 
A  palpitation  of  the  heart,  and  a  derangement  of 
the  digestive  organs,  were  conspicuous.  These 
were,  doubtless,  increased  by  his  indulgences, 
whicli  became  more  frequent  as  he  drew  towards 
tlie  close  of  his  wireer.  In  the  autumn  of  1795 
he  lost  an  only  daughter,  which  was  a  severe 
blow  to  him.  Soon  afterwards  he  was  seized 
with  a  rheumatic  fever ;  and  "  long  the  <lie  spua 
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doubtful,"  says  he,  in  a  letter  to  his  faithful  friend 
Mrs.  Dunlop,  "  until,  after  many  weeks  of  a  sick 
bed,  it  seems  to  have  turned  up  life,  and  I  am 
beginning  to  crawl  across  my  room."  The  cloud 
behind  which  his  sun  was  destined  to  be  eclipsed 
at  noon  had  begun  to  darken  above  him.  Before 
he  had  completely  recovered,  he  had  the  impru- 
dence to  join  a  festive  circle  ;  and,  on  his  return 
from  it,  he  caught  a  cold,  which  brouglit  back  his 
trouble  upon  him  with  redoubled  severity.  Sea- 
bathing was  had  recourse  to,  but  with  no  ultimate 
success.  He  lingered  until  the  21st  of  July,  1796, 
when  he  expired.  The  interest  which  the  death 
of  Bums  excited  was  intense.  All  differences 
were  forgotten ;  his  genius  only  was  thought  of. 
On  the  26th  of  the  same  month  he  was  conveyed 
to  the  grave,  followed  by  about  ten  thousand  indi- 
viduals of  all  ranks,  many  of  whom  had  come 
from  distant  parts  of  the  country  to  witness  the 
solemnity.  He  was  interred  with  military  honors 
by  the  Dumfries  volunteers,  to  which  body  he  had 
belonged. 

Thus,  at  the  age  of  thirty-seven,  an  age  when 
the  mental  powers  of  man  have  scarcely  reached 
their  climax,  died  Robert  Bums,  one  of  the  great- 
est poets  whom  iu£  country  has  produced.  It  is 
unnecessary  to  enter  into  any  lengthened  analysis 
of  his  poetry  or  character.  His  works  are  uni- 
versally known  and  admired,  and  criticism  has 
been  drawn  to  the  dregs  upon  the  subject ;  and 
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that,  too,  by  the  greatest  roasters  who  have  ap 
peared  since  his  death,  —  no  mean  test  of  the 
great  merits  of  his  writings.  He  excels  equally 
in  touching  the  heart  by  the  exquisiteness  of  his 
pathos,  and  exciting  the  risible  faculties  by  the 
breadth  of  his  humor.  His  lyre  had  many  strings, 
and  he  had  equal  command  over  them  all ;  strik- 
ing each,  and  frequently  in  chords,  with  the  skill 
and  power  of  a  master.  That  his  satire  some- 
times degenerates  into  coarse  invective,  cannot  be 
denied ;  but  where  personality  is  not  permitted  to 
interfere,  his  poems  of  this  description  may  take 
their  place  beside  anything  of  the  kind  which  has 
ever  been  produced,  without  being  disgraced  by 
the  comparison.  It  is  unnecessary  to  reecho  the 
praises  of  his  best  pieces,  as  there  is  no  epithet  of 
admiration  which  has  not  been  bestowed  upon 
them.  Those  who  had  best  opportunities  of  judg- 
ing, are  of  opinion  that  his  works,  stamped  as  they 
are  with  the  impress  of  sovereign  genius,  fall  short 
of  the  powers  he  possessed.  It  is  therefore  to  b6 
lamented  that  he  undertook  no  great  work  of  fic- 
tion or  invention.  Had  circumstances  jwrmitted, 
he  would  probably  have  done  so ;  but  his  excise 
duties,  and  witiiout  doubt  his  own  follies,  prevented 
him.  His  passions  wen;  strong,  and  his  cjipacity 
of  enjoyment  rorresjHjnded  with  them.  These 
continually  precipitated  hira  into  the  vortex  of 
pleasure,  where  alone  they  could  be  gratified; 
and    the   reaction   consequent   upon   such    indul- 
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gences  (for  he  possessed  the  finest  discrimination 
between  right  and  wrong)  threw  him  into  low 
spirits,  to  which  he  was  also  constitutionallv  liable. 
His  mind,  being  thus  never  for  any  length  of  time 
in  an  equable  tone,  could  scarcely  pursue  with 
steady  regularity  a  work  of  any  length.  His 
moral  aberrations,  as  detailed  by  some  of  his 
biographers,  have  been  exaggerated,  as  already 
noticed.  This  has  been  proved  by  the  testimony 
of  many  witnesses,  from  whose  authority  there 
can  be  no  appeal ;  for  they  had  the  best  oppor- 
tunities of  judging. 


Dr.  Currie's  description  of  Bums,  having 
been  composed  under  advantages  which  no  sub- 
sequent writer  can  enjoy,  forms  a  desirable  sup- 
plement to  any  memoir  of  his  life. 

"  Bums  was  nearly  five  feet  ten  inches  in 
height,  and  of  a  form  that  indicated  agility  as 
well  as  strength.  His  well-raised  forehead,  shad- 
ed with  black  curling  hair,  indicated  extensive 
capacity.  His  eyes  were  large,  dark,  full  of  ar- 
dor and  intelligence.  His  face  was  well  formed, 
and  his  countenance  uncommonly  interesting  and 
expressive.  His  mode  of  dressing,  which  was 
often  slovenly,  and  a  certain  fulness  and  bend  in 
his  shoulders,  characteristic  of  his  original  profes- 
sion, disguised  in  some  degree  the  natural  sym- 
metry and  elegance  of  his  form.  The  external 
appearance  of  Bums  was  most  strikingly  indie- 
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ative  of  the  character  of  his  mind.  On  a  first 
view,  his  physiognomy  had  a  certain  air  of  coarse* 
ness,  mingled,  however,  with  an  exprer«?ion  of 
deep  penetration,  and  of  calm  thoughtfulness,  ap- 
proaching to  melancholy.  There  appeared  in  his 
first  manner  and  address,  perfect  ease  and  self- 
possession,  but  a  stern  and  almost  supercilious 
elevation,  not,  indeed,  incompatible  with  openness 
and  affability,  which,  however,  bespoke  a  mind 
conscious  of  superior  talents.  Strangers  that  sup- 
posed themselves  approaching  an  Ayrshire  peas- 
ant who  could  make  rhymes,  and  to  whom  their 
notice  was  an  honor,  found  themselves  speedily 
overawed  by  the  presence  of  a  man  who  bore 
himself  with  dignity,  and  who  possessed  a  singu- 
lar power  of  correcting  forwardness  and  of  repel- 
ling intrusion.  But  though  jealous  of  the  respect 
due  to  himself.  Burns  never  enforced  it  where  he 
saw  it  was  willingly  paid ;  and  though  inaccessi- 
ble to  the  approaches  of  pride,  he  was  open  to 
every  advance  of  kindness  and  of  benevolence. 
His  dark  and  haughty  countenance  easily  relaxed 
into  a  look  of  good-will,  of  pity,  or  of  tenderness; 
and  as  the  various  emotions  succeeded  each  other 
in  his  mind,  assumed  with  equal  ease  the  expres- 
sion of  the  broadest  humor,  of  the  most  extrava- 
gant mirth,  of  the  deejiest  melancholy,  or  of  the 
most  sublime  emotion.  Tl«o  tones  of  his  voice 
happily  corres|)on(lod  with  the  expression  of  his 
features,  and  with  the  feeling-^  of  his  mind.  When 
to  tliesc  endowments  are  added  n  nipid  nnd  dis- 
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tinct  apprehension,  a  most  powerful  understand- 
ing, and  a  happy  command  of  language  —  of 
strength  as  well  as  brilliancy  of  expression  —  we 
shall  be  able  to  account  for  the  extraordinary  at- 
tractions of  his  conversation  —  for  the  sorcery 
which,  in  his  social  parties,  he  seemed  to  exert  on 
all  around  him.  In  the  company  of  women,  this 
sorcery  was  more  especially  apparent.  Theii 
presence  charmed  the  fiend  of  melancholy  in  his 
bosom,  and  awoke  his  happiest  feelings  ;  it  excit- 
ed the  powers  of  his  fancy,  as  well  as  the  tender- 
ness of  his  heart ;  and  by  restraining  the  vehe- 
mence and  the  exuberance  of  his  language,  al 
times  gave  to  his  manners  the  impression  of  taste, 
and  even  of  elegance,  which  in  the  company  of 
men  they  seldom  possessed.  This  influence  was 
doubtless  reciprocal.  A  Scottish  lady  accustomed 
to  the  best  society,  declared  with  characteristic 
naivete,  that  no  man's  conversation  ever  carried 
her  so  completely  off  her  feet,  as  that  of  Bums  ;  * 
and  an  English  lady,  familiarly  acquainted  with 
several  of  the  most  distinguished  characters  of 
the  present  times,  as.-ured  the  editor,  that  in  the 
happiest  of  his  social  hours,  there  was  a  charm 
about  Burns  whicli  she  had  never  seen  equalled.^ 
This  charm  aro-e  not  more  from  the  jjower  than 
the  vei-satility  of  his  genius.  No  languor  could 
be    felt  in  the  society  of  a  man  vvho  passed   at 

1  It  has  been  stated  that  this  lady  was  Jane,  Duches*  of 
Gordon. 

2  Mrs.  Walter  Riddel  is  here  meant. 
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pleasure  fi-oni  grave  to  gay,  from  the  ludicrous 
to  the  pathetic,  from  the  simple  to  the  sublime  ; 
who  wielded  all  his  faculties  with  equal  strength 
and  ease,  and  never  failed  to  impress  the  offspring 
of  his  fancy  with  the  stamp  of  his  understanding. 
"  This,  indeed,  is  to  represent  Burns  in  his  hap- 
piest phasis.  In  large  and  mixed  parties,  he  was 
often  silent  and  dark,  sometimes  fierce  and  over- 
bearing ;  he  was  jealous  of  the  proud  man's 
scorn,  jealous  to  an  extreme  of  the  insolence  of 
wealth,  and  prone  to  avenge,  even  on  its  innocent 
possessor,  the  partiality  of  fortune.  By  nature, 
kind,  brave,  sincere,  and  in  a  singular  degree 
compassionate,  he  was,  on  the  other  hand,  proud, 
irascible,  and  vindictive.  His  virtues  and  liis  fail- 
ings had  their  origin  in  the  extraonlinary  sensi- 
bility of  his  mind,  and  equally  partook  of  the 
chills  and  glows  of  sentiment.  His  friendships 
were  liable  to  interruption  from  jealousy  or  dis- 
gust, and  his  enmities  died  away  under  tlie  influ- 
ence of  pity  or  sell-arcu.sition.  His  understand- 
ing was  ('<|iial  to  the  other  i>ower8  of  his  mind, 
and  his  deliberate  opinions  were  singularly  candid 
and  just ;  but,  like  other  men  of  great  and  irreg- 
ular genius,  the  opinions  whicli  he  delivered  in 
conversation  were  often  the  offspring  of  temjK)- 
rary  feelings,  and  widely  different  from  (he  calm 
decisions  of  liis  judgment.  This  was  not  merely 
true  re9|H.'cting  the  characters  of  others,  but  in 
rt^gard  to  t^oine  of  the  most  ira|)ortunt  points  of 
hutnan  speculation." 


PREFACE 

TO 

IHE  FIRST  EDITION  OF  BURNS'S  POEM.-k 


[The  first  edition  of  Burns's  poetry  was  pub- 
lished at  Kilmaraock  towards  the  end  of  July, 
1786,  with  the  title,  Poems,  chiefly  in  the  Scot- 
tish Dialect,  by  Robert  Bums,  and  the  motto: 

"  The  Simple  Bard,  unbroke  to  rules  of  art, 
He  pours  the  wild  effusions  of  the  heart : 
And  if  inspired,  'tis  Nature's  powers  inspire; 
Hers  all  the  melting  thrill,  and  hers  the  kindling  fire." 

AxOJfTMOUS. 

It  contained  the  following  pieces  :  —  The  Twa 
Dogs  —  Scotch  Drink  —  The  Author's  Earnest 
Cry  and  Prayer  —  The  Holy  Fair  —  Address  to 
the  Deil  —  Mailie  —  To  J.  S****  [Smith]  —  A 
Dream  —  The  Vision  —  Halloween  —  The  Auld 
Farmer's  New-year  Morning's  Salutation  to  his 
Auld  Mare  Maggie  —  The  Cotter's  Saturday 
Night — To  a  Mouse  —  Papistic  to  Davie — The 
Lament  —  Despondency,  an  Ode  —  Man  was 
Made  to  Mourn  —  Winter,  a  Dirge  —  A  Prayer 
in  the  Prospect  of  Death  —  To  a  Mountain  Daisy 
—  To  Ruin  —  Epistle  to  a  Young  Friend  —  On 
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a  Scotch  Bard  gone  to  the  West  Indies  —  A  Ded« 
ication  to  G****  H*******,  Esq.  —  To  a  Louse 

—  Epistle  to  J.  L******,  an  old  Scots  Bard  — 
To  the  Same  —  Epistle  to  W.  S******,  Ochil- 
tree —  Epistle  to  J.  R*»***»  —  Song,  "  It  was 
upon  a  Lammas  Night  "  —  Song,  *'  Now  Westlin' 
Winds  "  —  Song,  "  From  thee,  Eliza,  I  must  go  " 

—  The  Farewell  to  the  Brethren  of  St.  James's 
Lodge,  Torbolton  —  Epitaphs  and  Epigrams  —  A 
Bard's  Epitaph. 

It  was  introduced  by  the  following  preface  :  — ] 

"  The  following  trifles  are  not  the  production 
of  the  poet,  who,  with  all  the  advantages  of 
learned  art,  and  perhaps  amid  the  elegances  and 
idlenesses  of  upper  life,  looks  down  for  a  rural 
theme,  with  an  eye  to  Theocritus  or  Virgil.  To 
the  author  of  this,  tliese  and  otiier  celebrated 
names,  their -countrymen,  are,  in  tlK'ir  original 
languages,  a  fountain  shut  up,  and  a  book  sealed. 
Unacquainted  with  the  necessary  requisites  for 
commencing  jHjet  by  rule,  he  sings  tlie  ^entiment3 
and  manners  he  felt  and  saw  in  himself  and  his 
rustic  compeers  around  him,  in  his  and  their  na- 
tive language.  Tiiough  a  rhymer  from  his  earliest 
years,  at  least  Ironj  the  earliest  impulses  of  the 
soiler  passions,  it  was  not  till  very  lately  that  the 
applause,  perhaps  the  partiality,  of  friendship,  wak- 
ened his  vanity  so  far  as  to  make  liim  think  any- 
thing of  his  worth  sliewing ;  and  none  of  the  fol" 
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lowing  works  were  ever  composed  with  a  view  to 
the  press.  To  amuse  himself  with  the  little  cre- 
ations of  his  own  fancy,  amid  the  toil  and  fatigues 
of  a  laborious  life ;  to  transcribe  the  various  feel- 
ings, the  loves,  the  griefs,  the  hopes,  the  fears  in 
his  own  breast ;  to  find  some  kind  of  counterpoise 
to  the  struggles  of  a  world,  always  an  alien  scene, 
a  tatk  uncouth  to  the  poetical  mind  —  these  were 
his  motives  for  courting  the  Muses,  and  in  these 
he  found  poetry  to  be  its  own  reward. 

"  Now  that  he  appears  in  the  public  character 
of  an  author,  he  does  it  with  fear  and  trembling. 
So  dear  is  fame  to  the  rhyming  ti-ibe,  that  even 
he,  an  obscure,  nameless  bard,  shrinks  aghast  at 
the  thought  of  being  branded  as  —  an  impertinent 
blockhead,  obtruding  his  nonsense  on  the  world ; 
and  because  he  can  make  a  shift  to  jingle  a  few 
doggerel  Scotcli  rhymes  together,  looks  upon  him- 
self as  a  poet  of  no  small  consequence  forsooth ! 

"It  is  an  observation  of  that  celebrated  poet* 
whose  divine  elegies  do  lionour  to  our  language, 
our  nation,  and  our  species,  that  '  Humility  has 
depressed  many  a  genius  to  a  hermit,  but  never 
raised  one  to  fame ! '  If  any  critic  catches  at  the 
word  genius,  the  author  tells  him,  once  for  all, 
that  he  certainly  looks  upon  himself  as  possessed 
of  some  poetic  abilities,  otherwise  his  publishing 
in  the  manner  he  has  done  would  be  a  manoeuvre 
below  the  worst  character  which,  he  hopes,  his 
1  Shenstone. 
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worst  enemy  will  ever  give  him.  But  to  the 
genius  of  a  Ramsay,  or  the  glorious  dawnings  of 
the  poor,  unfortunate  Fergusson,  he,  with  equal 
unaffected  sincerity,  declares  that,  even  in  his 
highest  pulse  of  vanity,  he  has  not  the  most 
distant  pretensions.  These  two  justly-admired 
Scotch  poets  he  has  often  had  in  his  eye  in  the 
following  pieces,  but  rather  with  a  view  to  kindle 
at  their  flame,  than  for  servile  imitation. 

"  To  his  subscribers  the  author  returns  his  most 
sincere  thanks.  Not  the  mercenary  bow  over  a 
counter,  but  the  heart-throbbing  gratitude  of  the 
bard,  conscious  how  much  he  owes  to  benevolence 
and  friendship  for  gratifying  him,  if  he  deserves 
it,  in  that  dearest  wish  of  every  poetic  bosom  — 
to  be  distinguished.  He  begs  his  readers,  partic- 
ularly the  learned  and  the  polite,  who  may  honour 
him  with  a  perusal,  that  they  will  make  every 
allowance  for  education  and  circumstances  of  life ; 
but  if,  after  a  fair,  candid,  and  imjKjrtial  criticism, 
he  shall  stand  convicted  of  duhn'ss  and  nonsense, 
let  him  be  done  by  as  he  would  in  that  case  do 
by  others  —  let  him  be  condemned,  without  mer- 
cy, to  contempt  and  oblivion." 


DEDICATION 
PREFEtED   TO   THE   SECOND  EDITION. 

PUBLISHED  APRIL  21ST,   1787. 


To  the  Noblemen  and  Gentlemen  of  the  Caledonian  Hunt. 

My  Lords  and  Gentlemen.  —  A  Scottish 
bard,  proud  of  the  name,  and  whose  highest  am- 
bition is  to  sing  in  his  country's  service  —  where 
shall  he  so  properly  look  for  patronage  as  to  the 
illustrious  names  of  his  native  land,  those  who 
bear  the  honours,  and  inherit  the  virtues,  of  their 
ancestors?  The  poetic  genius  of  my  country 
found  me,  as  the  prophetic  bard  Elijah  did 
Elisha,  at  the  plough,  and  threw  her  inspiring 
mantle  over  me.  She  bade  me  sing  the  loves, 
the  joys,  the  rural  scenes  and  rural  pleasures  of 
my  native  soil,  in  my  native  tongue.  I  tuned  my 
wild,  artless  notes,  as  she  inspired.  She  whis- 
pered me  to  come  to  this  ancient  metropolis  of 
Caledonia,  and  lay  my  songs  under  your  hon- 
oured  protection.     I  now  obey  her  dictates. 

Thougli  much  indebted  to  your  goodness,  I  do 
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not  approach  you,  my  Lords  and  Gentlemen,  in 
the  usual  .style  of  dedication,  to  thank  you  for 
past  favours  ;  that  path  is  so  hackneyed  by  pros- 
tituted learning,  that  honest  rusticity  is  ashamed 
of  it.  Nor  do  I  present  this  address  with  the 
venal  soul  of  a  servile  author,  looking  for  a  con- 
tinuation of  those  favours  :  —  I  was  bred  to  the 
plough,  and  am  independent.  I  come  to  claim  the 
common  Scottish  name  with  you,  my  illustrious 
countrymen,  and  to  tell  the  world  that  I  glory  in 
the  title.  I  come  to  congratulate  my  country  that 
the  blood  of  her  ancient  heroes  still  runs  uncon- 
tiiminatt'd  ;  and  that  from  your  courage,  knowl- 
edge, and  public  spirit,  she  may  expect  protection, 
wealth,  and  liberty.  In  the  last  place,  I  come  to 
pi'otfer  my  warmest  wishes  to  the  great  fountain 
of  honour,  the  Monarch  of  the  Universe,  for  your 
weliare  and  happiness. 

When  you  go  forth  to  waken  the  echoes,  in  the 
ancient  and  favourite  amusement  of  your  fore- 
fathers, nuiy  pleasure  ever  be  of  your  party,  and 
may  social  joy  await  your  return !  When  har- 
assed in  courts  or  camps  with  the  ju.-tlings  of  bad 
men  and  bad  measures,  may  the  honest  conscious- 
ness  of  injured  worth  attend  your  raturn  to  your 
native  seats  —  and  may  domestic  happiness,  with 
a  smiling  welcome,  meet  you  at  your  gates  ! 
May  corruption  shrink  at  your  kindling  indignant 
glance  ;  and  nuiy  tyranny  in  the  ruler,  and  licen- 
tiousness in  the  people,  e((ually  tind  you  an  inex- 
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orable  foe !  I  have  the  honour  to  be,  with  the 
eincerest  gratitude  and  highest  resj;>ect,  my  Lords 
and  Gentlemen,  your  most  devotf.d,  humble  ser- 
vant, 

Robert  Burns 
EoDTBUBOH,  4ih  JprS,  1787 


POEMS. 


ROBERT    BURNS. 

1759-1796. 

HANDSOME  NELL. 
TasE  —  I  am  a  Man  Unmarried, 

*'  This  kind  of  life  —  the  cheerless  gloom  of  a  her- 
mit, with  the  unceasing  moil  of  a  galley-slave  — 
brought  me  to  my  sixteenth  year;  a  little  before 
which  period  I  first  committed  the  sin  of  rhyme.  You 
know  our  countr}'  custom  of  coupling  a  man  and 
woman  together  as  partners  in  the  labors  of  harvest. 
In  my  fifteenth  autumn,  my  partner  was  a  bewitching 
creature,  a  year  younger  than  myself.  My  scarcity 
of  English  denies  me  the  power  of  doing  her  justice  in 
that  language ;  but  you  know  the  Scottish  idiom  —  she 

was  a  bonnie,  sweet,  sonsie  lass Among  her  other 

love-inspiring  qualities  she  sang  sweetly ;  and  it  was 
her  favourite  reel  to  which  I  attempted  giving  an  em- 
bodied vehicle  in  rhyme.  I  was  not  so  prestunptuous 
as  to  imagine  that  I  could  make  verses  like  printed 
ones,  composed  by  men  who  had  Greek  and  Latin ; 
but  my  girl  sang  a  song  which  was  said  to  be  composed 
by  a  small  country  laird's  son  on  one  of  his  father's 
maids,  with  whom  he  was  in  love,  and  I  saw  no  reason 
why  I  might  not  rhyme  as  well  as  he ;  for,  excepting 

VJL.   I.  1 
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that  he  could  smear  sheep  and  oast  peats,  his  father 
living  in  the  moorlands,  he  had  no  more  scholar-craft 
than  myself."  —  BuRNS's  Autobiography. 


Oh  once  I  loved  a  bonnie  lass, 

Ay,  and  I  love  her  still ; 
And  whilst  that  honour  warms  my  breast, 

I'll  love  my  handsome  Nell. 

As  bonnie  lasses  I  hae  seen, 

And  mony  full  as  braw  ;  weU  diMnd 

But  for  a  modest,  gracefu'  mien, 

The  like  I  never  saw. 

A  bonnie  lass,  I  will  confess, 

Is  pleasant  to  the  ee, 
But  without  some  better  qualities. 

She's  no  the  lass  for  me. 

But  Nelly's  looks  are  blithe  and  sweet. 

And,  what  is  best  of  a'. 
Her  reputation  is  complete, 

And  fair  without  a  flaw.^ 

1  Variation  in  Mr.  John  Dick's  MS.:  — 

But  Nelly's  looks  are  blithe  and  sweat, 

Good-humoured,  fVank,  and  fVee; 
And  »U11  thu  inoru  I  view  them  o'er, 

The  more  tlioy  cAptivo  me. 

Tba  next  verso  is  wanting  in  tliat  MS. 
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She  dresses  aye  sae  clean  and  neat, 

Both  decent  and  genteel : 
And  then  there's  something  in  her  gait 

Gars  onj  dress  look  weel.  Makai 

A  gaudy  dress  and  gentle  air 

May  slightly  touch  the  heart; 
But  it's  innocence  and  modesty 

That  polishes  the  dart. 

Tis  this  in  Nelly  pleases  me, 

'Tis  this  enchants  my  soul ; 
For  absolutely  in  my  breast 

She  reigns  without  controL 


I  DREAMED  I  LAY. 

It  is  difficult  to  ascertain  from  Bums's  own  state- 
ments, even  with  the  ^d  of  his  brother's  and  sister's, 
the  order  of  such  early  attempts  at  rhyme  as  have 
been  preserved.  In  arranging  them  here,  I  cannot 
profess  to  have  attained  more  than  an  approximation 
to  accuracy.  There  is  one  little  song,  which  he  says 
he  composed  at  seventeen  ;  from  its  style,  and  from  its 
resemblance  both  in  ideas  and  expressions  to  Mrs. 
Cockbum's  '  Flowers  of  the  Forest,'  which  was  pub- 


4  I    DREAMED    I    LAY.  [1776. 

lished  in  a  collection  {The  Lark)  possessed  by  Bums, 
it  certainly  may  be  ranked  as  one  of  his  earliest  ef- 
forts. ^ 


I  DREAMED  I  lay  where  flowers  were  springing 

Gaily  in  the  sunny  beam ; 
Listening  to  the  wild  birds  singing, 

By  a  falling,  crystal  stream  : 
Straight  the  sky  grew  black  and  daring ; 

Through  the  woods  the  whirlwinds  rave : 
Trees  with  aged  ai'ms  were  warring, 

O'er  the  swelling  drumlie  wave.  troubled 

Such  was  my  life's  deceitful  morning, 

Such  the  pleasure  I  enjoyed ; 
But  lang  or  noon,  loud  tempests  storming,      ei* 

A'  my  flowery  bliss  destroyed. 
Though  fickle  Fortune  has  deceived  me, — 

She  promised  fair,  and  performed  but  ill ; 
Of  mony  a  joy  and  hope  bereaved  me  ;  — 

I  bear  a  heai't  shall  support  me  still. 

1  Compare  — 
Lang  or  noon  loud  tempesta  storming.  —  Burm. 
Loud  tempcsU  storming  before  parting  day.  —  Mr$,  C 
Swelling  drumlie  wave.  —  Burnt. 
Grow  drumlio  and  dark. —  Afn.  C. 
Though  fickle  Fortune  has  deceived  mo. —  Burnt. 

0  fickle  Fortune,  why  this  cruel  sporting? —  Mrt.  C. 

1  bear  a  heart  shall  support  me  still.  —  Burnt. 

Thy  ftowna  cannot  fear  me,  thy  smilet  cannot  chMT  me.  — 
Mrt.  C 


17.]  MY   NANNIE,    O. 


MY  NANNIE,   O. 
TuHit  —  My  NamUe,  0. 

The  love  affa'  "^  of  the  Scottish  peasantry  were, 
in  those  days,  and  in  some  measure  are  still,  conducted 
in  what  appears  a  singular  manner.  The  young  far- 
mer or  ploughman,  after  his  day  of  exhausting  toil, 
would  proceed  to  the  home  of  his  mistress,  one,  two, 
three,  or  more  miles  distant,  there  signal  her  to  the 
door,  and  then  the  pair  would  seat  themselves  in  the 
bam  for  an  hour  or  two's  conversation.  It  was  a 
primitive  fashion,  owing  its  ori^n  probably  to  the  lim- 
ited domestic  accommodations  of  early  times,  and  fa- 
thers and  mothers  appear  to  have  found  no  occasion 
for  visiting  it  with  condemnation.  In  the  parish  of 
Torbolton,  Robert  Burns  both  launched  into  this  mode 
of  courtship  himself,  and  helped  in  the  similar  court- 
ships of  others.  ....  A  surviving  companion  of  the 
poet  in  these  early  days,  says  that  he  composed  a  song 
on  almost  every  tolerable-looking  lass  in  the  parish, 
and  finally  one  in  which  they  were  all  included. 

The  Nannie  of  this  song  was,  according  to  Gilbert 
Burns,  one  Agnes  Fleming,  a  farmer's  daughter  in 
Torbolton  parish;  according  to  Mrs.  Begg,  Peggy 
Thomson  of  Kirkoswald. 

Behind  yon  hills  where  Stinsiar  flows,* 
'Mang  moors  and  mosses  many,  O, 

1  In  subsequent  copies,  Burns  was  induced  to  substitute  Ttt 
the  Stinsiar,  which  has  local  verity  to  its  fever,  the  Lugar 
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The  wintry  sun  the  day  has  closed, 
And  I'll  awa'  to  Nannie,  O. 

The  westlin  wind  blaws  loud  and  shill ;  ahrfU 
The  night's  baith  mirk  and  rainy,  0 ; 

But  I'll  get  my  plaid,  and  out  I'll  steal, 
And  owre  the  hills  to  Nannie,  O. 

My  Nannie's  charming,  sweet,  and  young, 

Nae  artfu'  wiles  to  win  ye,  O : 
May  ill  befa'  the  flattering  tongue 

That  wad  beguile  my  Nannie,  O I 

Her  face  is  fair,  her  heart  is  true. 

As  spotless  as  she's  bonny,  O : 
The  opening  gowan,  wet  wi*  dew,  <i««y 

Nae  purer  is  thj'n  Nannie,  O. 

A  country  lad  is  my  degree, 

And  few  there  be  that  ken  me,  O ; 

But  what  care  I  how  few  they  be  ? 
I'm  welcome  aye  to  Nannie,  O. 

My  riches  a's  my  penny-fee,  wi^m 

And  I  maun  guide  it  canny,  O ;  earrftoiiy 

But  warl's  gfur  ne'er  troubles  me,  world's  wi^th 
My  tliouglits  jire  a'  —  my  Nannie,  O. 

a  name  thougiil  to  bo  more  ouphonious,  but  which  ii  other- 
wise unHuilulile. 
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Our  auld  guidman  delights  to  view 
His  sheep  and  kye  thrive  bonny,  O  ; 

But  I'm  as  blithe  that  Lauds  his  pleugh. 
And  has  nae  care  but  Nannie,  O. 

Come  weel,  come  wo,  I  care  nae  by, 
I'll  tak  what  Heaven  will  send  me,  O  ; 

Nae  ither  care  in  life  have  I, 
But  live  and  love  my  Nannie,  O. 


TIBBIE,  I   HAE   SEEN   THE  DAY. 
TuNK —  Invercatild's  Red. 

Other  songs  of  the  period  are  of  a  humorous 
cast,  showing  that  the  course  of  the  poet's  loves  did 
not  always  run  quite  smooth.  It  was  in  the  following 
doughty  strain  that  he  addressed  a  neighboring  maid- 
en, who  chose  to  consider  herself  as  somewhat  too 
good  for  him. 

O  Tibbie,  I  hae  seen  the  day 

Ye  wad  na  been  sae  shy ; 
For  lack  o'  gear  ye  lightly  me,  sUght 

But,  trowth,  I  care  na  by.  about  t 

Yestreen  I  met  you  on  the  moor,  lw*  ere 

Ye  spak  na,  but  gaed  by  like  stoure ;  doat 

Ye  geek  at  me  because  I'm  poor,  mock 

But  fient  a  hair  care  I.  *«»• 
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T  doubt  na,  lass,  but  ye  may  think, 
Because  ye  hae  the  name  o'  clink,  motM^ 

That  ye  can  please  me  at  a  wink. 
Whene'er  you  like  to  try. 

But  sorrow  tak  him  that's  sae  mean, 
Although  his  pouch  o'  coin  were  clean, 
Wha  follows  ony  saucy  quean,  waneh 

That  looks  sae  proud  and  high. 

Although  a  lad  were  e'er  sae  smart, 
If  that  he  want  the  yellow  dirt, 
Ye'll  cast  your  head  another  airt,  direcUon 

And  answer  him  fu'  dry. 

But  if  he  hae  the  name  o'  gear,  wealth 

Ye'll  fasten  to  him  like  a  brier, 
Though  hardly  he,  for  sense  or  lear,     learning 
Be  better  than  the  kye. 

But,  Tibbie,  lass,  tak  my  advice. 
Tour  daddie's  gear  maks  you  sae  nice  ; 
The  deil  a  ane  wad  speer  your  price,  •* 

Were  ye  as  poor  us  I. 

There  lives  a  lass  in  yonder  park, 
I  would  na  gie  her  in  her  sark, 
For  thee,  wi'  a'  thy  thousnn*  mark  ; 
Ye  need  na  look  sae  high. 


^T.  23.]       .     THE   TORBOLTON    LASSES. 


THE   TORBOLTON  LASSES. 

The  following  off-hand  verses  can  scarcely  be 
considered  as  a  song,  and  they  are  strikingly  inferior 
to  his  average  efforts ;  yet,  as  expressive  of  a  mood  of 
his  feelings  regarding  his  fair  neighbors  in  those  days 
of  simplicity,  they  appear  not  unworthy  of  preserva- 
tion. 

If  ye  gae  up  to  yon  hill-tap, 
Ye'U  there  see  bonnie  Peggy  ; 

She  kens  her  father  is  a  laird, 
And  she  forsooth's  a  leddy. 

There  Sophy  tight,  a  lassie  bright, 

Besides  a  handsome  fortune  : 
Wha  canna  win  her  in  a  night. 

Has  little  art  in  courting. 

Grae  down  by  Faile,  and  taste  the  ale, 

And  tak  a  look  o'  Mysie  ; 
She's  dour  and  din,  a  deil  within,  obstinate 

But  ablins  she  may  please  ye.  perhapt 

If  she  be  shy,  her  sister  try, 

Ye'U  maybe  fancy  Jenny, 
If  ye'll  dispense  wi'  want  o'  sense  — 

She  kens  hersel  she's  bonnie. 
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As  ye  gae  up  by  yon  hillside, 

Speer  in  for  bpnnie  Bessy  ; 
She'll  gie  ye  a  beck,  and  bid  ye  light,    ooortaai 

And  handsomely  address  ye. 

There's  few  sae  bonnie,  nane  sae  guid. 
In  a'  King  George'  dominion ; 

If  ye  should  doubt  the  truth  o'  this  — 
It's  Bessy's  ain  opinion  ! 


THE  RONALDS  OF  TIIP:  BKNNAI.S. 

"  It  is  rather  remarkable  that  the  youii^  hani 
overlooks  in  this  cataloj^ue  of  damsels,  a  jiroiip  who 
were  certainly  the  predouiinant  belles  of  the  district, 
Beeiiig  that  they  were  not  merely  gootl-lookiiio;  girls, 
rather  better  educated  than  the  Torboltou  sistcrlioo<l, 
but  the  children  of  a  man  of  considerable  substance. 
Robert  and  Gilbert  Burns  were  both  on  intimate 
terms  in  this  family.  The  latter  at  one  time  made 
tender  advances,  which  were  not  destined  to  be  ac- 
cepted. Robert  was  too  proud  to  venture  on  a  refusal. 
This  appears  from  a  set  of  verses  much  resembling  the 
last  quoted,  but  more  valuable  for  the  illustration  they 
afford  of  the  poet's  feelings  and  circumstances  at  thia 
jarly  period." 

In   Torbollon,  ye  ken,  there  are    proper  younj, 
men. 
And  proper  young  In^moft  and  n',  man ; 
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But  ken  ye  the  Eonalds  that  live  in  the  Bennals,^ 
They  carry  the  gree  frae  them  a',  man.         palm 

Their  father's  a  laird,  and  weel  he  can  spare't, 
Braid  money  to  tocher  them  a',  man,         portion 

To  proper  young  men,  he'U  clink  in  the  hand 
Gowd  guineas  a  hunder  or  twa,  man. 

There's  ane  they  ca'  Jean,  I'll  warrant  ye've  seei 

As  bonnie  a  lass  or  as  braw,  man  ; 
But  for  sense  and  guid  taste  she'll  vie  wi'  the 
best,. 

And  a  conduct  that  beautifies  a',  man. 

The  charms  o'  the  min',  the  langer  they  sffine, 
The  mair  admiration  they  draw,  man  ; 

While  peaches  and  cherries,  and  roses  and  lilies, 
They  fade  and  they  wither  awa,  man. 

If  ye  be  for  Miss  Jean,  tak  this  frae  a  frien', 

A  hint  o'  a  rival  or  twa,  man  ; 
The  Laird  o'  Blackbyre  wad  gang  through  the 
fire. 

If  that  wad  entice  her  awa,  man. 

The  Laird  o'  Braehead  has  been  on  his  speed, 
For  mair  than  a  towmond  or  twa,        twelvemonth 
man  ; 

1  The  Bennals  is  a  farm  in  the  western  part  of  the  parisli. 
near  Aflon  Lodge,  and  several  miles  from  Lochlea. 
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The  Laird  o'  the  Ford  will  straught  on  a  board, 
If  he  canna  get  her  at  a',  man. 

Then  Anna  comes  in,  the  pride  o'  her  kin, 

The  boast  of  our  bachelors  a',  man : 
Sae  sonsy  and  sweet,  sae  fully  complete,        oomeiy 

She  steals  our  affections  awa,  man. 

If  I  should  detail  the  pick  and  the  wale 

0'  lasses  that  live  here  awa,  man, 
The  fault  wad  be  mine,  if  they  didna  shine, 

The  sweetest  and  best  o'  them  a',  man. 

I  lo'e  her  mysel,  but  darena  weel  tell, 
My  poverty  keeps  me  in  awe,  man  ; 

For  making  o'  rhymes,  and  working  at  times, 
Does  little  or  naething  at  a',  man. 

Yet  I  wadna  choose  to  let  her  refuse, 
Nor  hae't  in  her  power  to  say  na,  man  ; 

For  though  I  be  poor,  unnoticed,  obscure. 
My  stomach's  as  proud  as  them  a',  man. 

Though  I  canna  ride  in  weel-booted  pride, 
And  flee  o'er  the  hills  like  a  craw,  man, 

I  can  baud  up  my  head  wi'  the  best  o'  the  breed, 
Though  fluttering  ever  so  braw  man. 

My  coat  and  ray  vest,  they  are  Scotch  o'  the  best, 
O'  pairs  o'  guid  brcekh  I  hae  twa,  man, 
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And  stockings  and  pumps  to  put  on  my  stumps. 
And  ne'er  a  wrang  steek  in  them  a',  man.    satch 

My  sarks  they  are  few,  but  five  o'  them  new,  shirta 
Twal'  hundred,^  as  white  as  the  snav^,  man, 

A  ten  shillings  hat,  a  Holland  cravat ; 
There  are  no  mony  poets  sae  braw,  man. 

I  never  had  frien's,  weel  stockit  in  means, 

To  leave  me  a  hundred  or  twa,  man  ; 
Nae    weel-tochered     aunts,    to    wait     on     their 

drantS,  long  prayen 

And  wish  them  in  hell  for  it  a',  man. 

I  never  was  canny  for  hoarding  o'  money,       lucky 
Or  claughtin  't  together  at  a',  man  ;  catching 

I've  little  to  spend,  and  naething  to  lend, 
But  deevil  a  shilling  I  awe,  man. 


ON  CESSNOCK  BANKS.a 

TcNB  —  Jfht  be  a  Butcher  neat  and  trim. 

About  this  time  (1781)  Bums  had  met  a  young 
woman   possessing  many  highly  agreeable  qualities, 

1  A  kind  of  cloth. 

*  This  piece  appeared  for  the  first  time  in  Cromek's  Bel' 
iquet,  the  editor  stating  that  he  had  recovered  it "  from  the 
oral  communicatioa  of  a  ladj  residing  at  Glasgow,  whom  the 
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though  "without  any  fortune,"  on  whose  hand  he  had 
serious  views.  Her  name  was  Ellison  Begbie,  the 
daughter  of  a  small  farmer  in  the  parish  of  Galston  : 
she  was  now  a  servant  with  a  family  on  the  banks  of 
the  Cessnock,  about  two  miles  from  the  home  of  the 
Burnesses.  Ellison  was  not  at  all  a  beauty,  tut  yet 
there  was  a  fascination  about  her  that  made  her  much 
run  after  by  the  young  men  of  the  neighborhood. 
Her  charms  lay  in  the  life  and  grace  of  the  mind  ;  in 
this  respect  she  was  so  much  superior  to  ordinary  girls 
of  her  station,  that  Burns,  in  maturer  years,  after  he 
had  seen  Edinburgh  ladies,  acknowledged  to  his  fam- 
ily that  she  was,  of  all  the  women  he  had  ever  seri- 
ously addressed,  the  one  most  likely  to  have  formed 
an  agreeable  companion  for  life.i  On  her  he  com- 
posed what  he  called  a  song  of  similes  —  a  curious 
conceit  in  versification,  but  yet  contjuning  many  ex- 
quisite lines. 

On  Cessnock  Banks  there  lives  a  lass  ; 

Could  I  describe  her  shape  and  mien. 
The  graces  of  her  weel-faured  face,      weU-ikvowd 

And  the  glancing  of  her  sparkling  een  1 

bard  in  early  life  affectionately  admired."  It  seems  not  un- 
likely tliat  Ellison  herself  had  grown  into  this  lady.  A  copy 
printed  from  Uie  poet's  manuscript  in  rickering's  edition  of 
his  works  is  considerably  different  in  one  stanza,  presents  an 
additional  one,  and  exhibita  a  different  concluding  line  to 
each  verse  — 

"  An'  she's  twa  sparkling  roguish  een." 

1  For  leaaons  which  are  unknown,  Ellison  did  not  we  fit  to 
enc«urage  the  poet's  advance*. 
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She's  fresher  than  the  morning  dawn 
When  rising  Phoebus  first  is  seen, 

When  dew-drops  twinkle  o'er  the  lawn  ; 
And  she's  twa  glancing  sparkling  een. 

She's  stately  like  yon  youthful  ash, 
That  grows  the  cowslip  braes  between, 

And  shoots  its  head  above  each  bush ; 
And  she's  twa  glancing  sparkling  een. 

She's  spotless  as  the  flowering  thorn, 

With  flowers  so  white  and  leaves  so  green. 

When  purest  in  the  dewy  morn  ; 

And  she's  twa  glancing  sparkling  een. 

Her  looks  are  like  the  sportive  lamb. 
When  flowery  May  adorns  the  scene. 

That  wantons  round  its  bleating  dam ; 
And  she's  twa  glancing  sparkling  een. 

Her  hair  is  like  the  curling  mist 

That  shades  the  mountain-side  at  e'en, 

When  flower-reviving  rains  are  past ; 
And  she's  twa  glancing  sparkling  een. 

Her  forehead's  like  the  showery  bow. 
When  shining  sunbeams  intervene, 

And  gild  the  distant  mountain's  brow  ; 
And  she's  twa  glancing  sparkling  een. 
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Her  voice  is  like  the  evening  thrush 
That  sings  in  Cessnock  Banks  unseen, 

"While  his  mate  sits  nestling  in  the  bush ; 
And  she's  twa  glancing  sparkling  een. 

Her  lips  are  like  the  cherries  ripe 

That  sunny  walls  from  Boreas  screen ; 

They  tempt  the  taste  and  charm  the  sight ; 
And  she's  twa  glancing  sparkling  een. 

Her  teeth  are  like  a  flock  of  sheep, 
With  fleeces  newly  washen  clean, 

That  slowly  mount  the  rising  steep ; 
And  she's  twa  glancing  sparkUng  een.* 

Her  breath  is  like  the  fragrant  breez» 
That  gently  stirs  the  blossomed  bean, 

When  Phoebus  sinks  beneath  the  seas ; 
And  she's  twa  glancing  sparkling  een. 

[Her  cheeks  are  like  ^cn  crimson  gem, 

The  pride  of  all  the  floWv»"y  scene. 
Just  opening  on  its  thorny  stem  ; 

And  she's  twa  sparkling  roguish  een.]  • 

1  Variation  in  Pickering's  copy : 

Ilor  (cctli  are  like  the  nightly  snow, 

Wlule  pale  Uie  niomiiijt  rises  keen, 
While  hid  tlie  munnuring  strexunlete  flow; 
And  ahtCs  twa  sparkling  roguish  een. 

s  The  above  is  the  additional  stanza  in  Pickering's  edition. 
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Bat  it's  not  her  air,  her  form,  her  face, 
Though  matching  beauty's  fabled  queen, 

But  the  mind  that  shines  in  every  grace, 
And  chiefly  in  her  sparkling  een. 


WINTER,  A  DIRGE. 

Towards  the  end  of  1781,  Bums  was  suffering 
from  a  severe  nervous  affection  attended  with  extreme 
hj-pochondria.  It  was  probably  at  this  time  —  a  time 
which  he  says  he  could  not  afterwards  recall  without 
a  shudder  —  that  he  composed  a  series  of  poems  ex- 
pressive of  deep  suffering,  including  his  '  Winter,  a 
Dirge,'  which  he  spoke  of  as  the  eldest  of  the  pieces 
in  his  Edinburgh  edition. 

The  wintry  west  extends  his  blast, 

And  hail  and  rain  does  blaw ; 
Or,  the  stormy  north  sends  driving  forth 

The  blinding  sleet  and  snaw  : 
While,  tumbling  brown,  the  bum  comes  down, 

And  roars  frae  bank  to  brae ; 
And  bird  and  beast  in  covert  rest. 

And  pass  the  heartless  day. 

The  sweeping  blast,  the  sky  o'ercast,'  * 
The  joyless  winter  day, 

1  Dr.  Young. 
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Let  others  fear,  —  to  me  more  dear 

Than  all  the  pride  of  May  : 
The  tempest's  howl,  it  soothes  my  soul, 

My  griefs  it  seems  to  join  ; 
The  leafless  trees  my  fancy  please, 

Their  fate  resembles  mine  I 

Thou  Power  Supreme,  whose  mighty  scheme 

These  woes  of  mine  fulfil, 
Here  firm  I  rest,  —  they  must  be  best, 

Because  they  are  Thy  will ! 
Then  all  I  want  (oh,  do  Thou  grant 

This  one  request  of  mine  !) 
Since  to  enjoy  Thou  dost  deny, 

Assist  me  to  resign  ! 


In  the  same  spirit,  and  indeed  expi-tidsivc  of  the 
same  idea,  is 

A   PRAYER, 

WBITTEK   UKDKR  TUB  PIUCSSUKB  UP   VIOLBMT  ASQl  iMB. 

Oh  Thou  great  Being !  what  Thou  art 

Surpasses  me  to  know  : 
Yet  sure  I  am,  that  known  to  Thee 

Are  all  Thy  works  below. 

Thy  creature  here  before  Thee  stands, 
All  wretched  and  distrest ; 
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Yet  sure  those  ills  that  wring  my  soul 
Oboy  Thy  high  behest. 

Sure  Thou,  Almighty,  canst  not  act 

From  cruelty  or  wrath  ! 
Oh  free  my  weary  eyes  from  tears, 

Or  close  them  fast  in  death ! 

But  if  I  must  afflicted  be, 

To  suit  some  wise  design, 
Then  man  my  soul  with  firm  resolves 

To  bear,  and  not  repine  ! 


FKOM  A  MEMORANDUM  BOOK. 

Oh  why  the  deuce  should  I  repine. 

And  be  an  ill  foreboder  ? 
I'm  twenty-three,  and  five  feet  nine, 

I'll  go  and  be  a  sodger ! 

I  gat  some  gear  wi'  raickle  care, 

I  held  it  weel  thegither ; 
But  now  it's  gane,  and  something  mair 

111  go  and  be  a  sodger  I 


Oh  leave  novels,  ye  Mauchline  belles, 
Ye're  safer  at  your  spinning-wheel ; 
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Such  witching  books  are  baited  hooks 
For  rakish  rooks  like  Rob  MossgieL  .  . 

Beware  a  tongue  that's  smoothly  hung, 
A  heart  that  warmly  seems  to  feel ; 

That  feeling  heart  but  acts  a  part ; 
'Tis  rakish  art  in  Rob  MossgieL  .  .  . 


MY  FATHER  WAS   A  FARMER. 
Tune—  The  Weaver  and  hi$  Shuttle,  0. 

My   father   was    a    farmer    upon    tlie    Carrick 

border,  O, 
And    cnrefully    he    bred    me    in    decency    and 

order,  O  ; 
He  bade  me  act  a  manly  part,  though  I  had  ue'er 

a  farthing,  O ; 
For  without  an  honest  manly  heart  no  man  was 

worth  regarding,  O. 

Then  out  into  the  world  ray  course  I  did  deter- 
mine, 0 ; 

Tliou;ili   to  be  ricli   Wiu-i    uol    im^     '   -i     vft  to   be 
givat  was  chorniing,  O 
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My  talents  they  were  not  the  worst,  nor  yet  my 
education,  0  ; 

Resolved  was  I,  at  least  to  try,  to  mend  my  situ- 
ation, O. 

In  many  a  way,  and  vain  essay,  I  courted  for- 
tune's favour,  O  ; 

Some  cause  unseen  still  stept  between,  to  frus- 
trate each  endeavour,  0. 

Sometimes  by  foes  I  was  o'erpowered,  sometimes 
by  friends  forsaken,  O  ; 

And  when  my  hope  was  at  the  top,  I  still  was 
worst  mistaken,  0. 

Then  sore  harassed,  and  tired  at  last,  with  for- 
tune's vain  delusion,  O, 

I  dropt  my  schemes,  like  idle  dreams,  and  came 
to  this  conclusion,  O :  — 

The  past  was  bad,  and  the  future  hid  —  its  good 
or  ill  unti'ied,  0  ; 

But  the  present  hour  was  in  my  power,  and  so  I 
would  enjoy  it,  O. 

No  help,  nor  hope,  nor  view  had  I,  nor  person  to 

befriend  me,  O ; 
So  I  must  toil,  and  sweat,  and  broil,  and  labor  to 

sustain  me,  O ; 
To  plough  and  sow,  to  reap  and  mow,  my  father 

bred  me  early,  O ; 
For  one,  he  said,  to  labor  bred,  was  a  match  for 

fortune  fairly,  O. 
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Thus  all  obscure,  unknown,  and  poor,  through 
life  I'm  doomed  to  wander,  O, 

Till  down  my  weary  bones  I  lay,  in  everlasting 
slumber,  O. 

No  view  nor  care,  but  shun  whate'er  might  breed 
me  pain  or  sorrow,  O  ; 

I  live  to-day  as  well's  I  may,  regardless  of  to- 
morrow, O. 

But  cheerful  still,  I  am  as  well  as  a  monarch  in  a 

palace,  O, 
Though  fortune's  frown  still  hunts  me  down  with 

all  her  wonted  malice,  O : 
I  make   indeed   my  daily  bread,   but  ne'er  can 

make  it  further,  O  ; 
But  as  daily  bread  is  all  I  need,  I  do  not  much 

regard  her,  O. 

When  sometimes  by  my  labor  I  earn  a  little 
money,  O, 

Some  unforeseen  misfortune  comes  generally  upon 
me,  O : 

Mischance,  mistake,  or  by  neglect,  or  my  good- 
natured  folly,  O : 

But  come  what  will,  I've  sworn  it  still,  I'll  ne'er 
be  melancholy,  O. 

All  you  who  follow  wealth  and  power  with  unre- 
mitting ardor,  O, 

The  mon;  in  this  you  look  for  bliss,  you  leave 
your  view  the  furtlier,  0 : 
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Had  you  the  wealth  Potosi  boasts,  or  nations  to 

adore  you,  O, 
A  cheerful   honest-hearted   clown  I  will  prefer 

before  you,  0. 


THE  DEATH  AND  DYING  WORDS  OF 

POOR  MAILIE,  THE   AUTHOR'S 

ONLY   PET    YOWE: 

AN  unco  MOURNFU'   TALE. 

The  following  poem  took  its  rise  in  a  simple  inci- 
dent thns  related  by  Gilbert  Bums.  "  He  had,  partly 
by  way  of  frolic,  bought  a  ewe  and  two  lambs  from  a 
neighbor,  and  she  was  tethered  in  a  field  adjoining 
the  house  at  Lochlea.  He  and  I  were  going  out  with 
our  teams,  and  our  two  younger  brothers  to  drive  for 
us,  at  mid-day,  when  Hugh  Wilson,  a  curious-looking, 
awkward  boy,  clad  in  plaidiug,  came  to  us  with  much 
anxiety  in  his  face,  with  the  information  that  the  ewe 
had  entangled  herself  in  the  tether,  and  was  lying  in 
the  ditch.  Robert  was  much  tickled  with  Hughoc's 
appearance  and  posture  on  the  occasion.  Poor  Mailie 
was  set  to  rights;  and  when  we  returned  from  the 
plough  in  the  evening,  he  repeated  to  me  her  Death 
and  Djdng  Words  pretty  much  in  the  way  they  now 
stand." 

As  Mailie  and  her  lambs  thegither, 
Were  ae  day  nibbling  on  the  tether, 
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Upon  her  cloot  she  coost  a  hitch,  foot— loop 

And  owre  she  warsled  in  the  ditch  :  struggled 
There,  groaning,  dying,  she  did  lie. 

When  Ilughoc  ^  he  cam  doytin'  by.  wwUng  stupidly 

Wi'  glowering  een  and  lifted  hands,  (taring 

Poor  Hughoc  like  a  statue  stands ; 

He  saw  her  days  were  near-hand  ended, 

But,  waes  my  heart !  he  could  na  mend  it. 

He  gaped  wide,  but  naething  spak  — 

At  length  poor  Mailie  silence  brak. 

'  Oh  thou,  whose  lamentable  face 
Appears  to  mourn  ray  woefu'  case  I 
My  dying  words  attentive  hear. 
And  bear  them  to  my  master  dear. 

*  Tell  him,  if  e'er  again  he  keep 
As  muckle  gear  as  buy  a  sheep,  moiwr 

O  bid  him  never  tie  them  mair 
Wi'  wicked  strings  o'  hemp  or  hair  I 
But  ca'  them  out  to  park  or  hill,  drh« 

And  let  them  wander  at  their  will ; 
So  may  his  flock  increase,  and  grow 
To  scores  o'  lambs,  and  packs  o'  woo'  I 

1  A  neighbor  herd-calUn.  B.  —  la  a  copy  of  the  poem  in 
the  poet's  handwriting,  poueased  by  Hin  Grace  Aiken,  Ap, 
a  more  doscriptivo  note  ia  here  given :  "  Hughoc  was  an  od(^, 
glowran,  pipin'  callan,  about  three-fourtha  as  wise  as  othei 
folk." 
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*  Tell  hira  he  was  a  master  kin', 
And  aye  was  guid  to  me  and  mine  ; 
And  now  my  dying  charge  I  gie  him  — 
My  helpless  lambs  I  trust  them  wi'  him. 

*  Oh,  bid  him  save  their  harmless  lives 

Frae  dogs,  and  tods,  and  butchers'  knives  !       foa«« 
But  gie  them  guid  cow-milk  their  fill. 
Till  they  be  fit  to  fend  themsel ;  proyide  for 

And  tent  them  duly,  e'en  and  mom,  tend 

Wi'  teats  o'  hay,  and  ripps  o'  corn.  handfuia 


*  And  may  they  never  learn  the  gaets  ways 
Of  other  vile,  wanrestfu'  pets  ;  resoess 
To  slink  through  slaps,  and  reave  and  steal  gaps 
At  stacks  o'  peas,  or  stocks  o'  kail. 

So  may  they,  like  their  great  forbears,         ancestors 
For  mony  a  year  come  through  the  shears  : 
So  wives  will  gie  them  bits  o'  bread, 
And  bairns  greet  for  them  when  they're  dead. 

*  My  poor  toop-lamb,  my  son  and  heir, 
Oh,  bid  him  breed  him  up  wi'  care  ; 
And  if  he  live  to  be  a  beast, 

To  pit  some  bavins  in  his  breast !  mansen 

*  And  warn  him,  what  I  wiima  name, 
To  stay  content  wi'  yowes  at  hame  ; 

And  no  to  rin  and  wear  his  cloots,  hoolk 

Like  ither  menseless,  graceless  brutes.  senseiew 
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'  And  neist  my  yowie,  silly  thing, 
Gude  keep  thee  frae  a  tether  string ; 
Oh,  may  thou  ne'er  forgather  up  eneonnter 

Wi'  ony  blastit,  moorland  toop. 
But  aye  keep  mind  to  moop  and  mell  mump— asaodau 
Wi'  sheep  o'  credit  like  thysel. 

*  And  now,  my  bairns,  wi*  my  last  breath 
I  lea'e  my  blessin'  wi'  you  baith : 

And  when  you  think  upo'  your  mither, 
Mind  to  be  kin'  to  ane  anither. 

*  Now,  honest  Hughoc,  dinna  fail 
To  tell  my  master  a'  my  tale ; 
And  bid  him  bum  his  cursed  tether. 
And,  for  thy  pains,  thou's  get  my  blether.' 

This  said,  poor  Mailie  turned  her  head, 
And  closed  her  een  amang  the  dead. 


POOR  MAILIE'S  ELEGY. 

Lament  in  rhyme,  lament  in  prose, 
Wi'  saut  tears  trickling  down  your  nose ; 
Our  bardie's  fate  is  at  a  close, 

Past  a'  remead ; 
The  last  sad  capc-stane  of  his  woes  — 

Poor  Mailics  dead  1 
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It's  no  the  loss  o'  warl's  gear, 

That  could  sae  bitter  draw  the  tear, 

Or  mak  our  bardie,  dowie,  wear  sorrowftu 

The  mourning  weed : 
He's  lost  a  friend  and  neibor  dear, 

In  Mailie  dead. 

Through  a'  the  toun  she  trotted  by  him ; 
A  lang  half-mile  she  could  descry  him  ; 
Wi'  kindly  bleat,  when  she  did  spy  him, 

She  ran  wi'  speed : 
A  friend  mair  faithfu'  ne'er  cam  nigh  him 

Than  Mailie  dead. 

I  wat  she  was  a  sheep  o'  sense, 

And  could  behave  hersel  wi'  mense  :       discretion 

I'll  837*1  she  never  brak  a  fence. 

Through  thievish  greed. 
Our  bardie,  lanely,  keeps  the  spence      inner  room 

Sin'  Mailie's  dead. 

Or,  if  he  wanders  up  the  howe,  TaUey 

Her  living  image  in  her  yowe. 

Comes  bleating  to  him,  owre  the  knowe,     hfliock 

For  bits  o'  bread  ; 
And  down  the  briny  pearls  rowe 

For  Mailie  dead. 

She  was  nae  get  o'  moorland  tips,  nuna 

Wi'  tawted  ket,  and  hairy  hips,  matted  fleece 
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For  her  forbears  were  brought  in  ships 

Frae  yont  the  Tweed : 
A  bonnier  fleesh  ne'er  crossed  the  clips        fleeoe 

Than  MaiUe  dead.* 

Wae  worth  the  man  wha  first  did  shape 

That  vile,  wanchancie  thing  a  rape  !         unlucky 

It  makes  guid  i'ellows  gim  and  gape,  grin 

Wi'  chokin'  dread ; 
And  Robin's  bonnet  wave  wi'  crape, 

For  Mailie  dead. 


Oh  a'  ye  bards  on  bonnie  Doon  ! 
And  wha  on  Ayr  your  chanters  tune  1 
Come,  join  the  melancholious  croon 

O'  Robin's  reed ! 
His  heart  will  never  get  aboon  — 

His  Mailie's  dead  1 


1  Variation  in  original  MS. :  — 

Slio  was  nae  got  o'  runted  rams,  stonM 

Wi'  woo  like  goats,  and  legs  like  trams ;   wngou-^baAi 
She  was  the  flower  o'  Fairly  lambs, 

A  fiunous  breed ; 
Now  Robin,  greotin',  chows  the  hanu  wxptnc 

0'  llailie  dead. 
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JOHN  BARLEYCORN— A  BALLAD.i 

There  were  three  kings  into  the  east, 
Three  kings  both  great  and  high ; 

And  they  hae  sworn  a  solemn  oath 
John  Barleycorn  should  die. 

They  took  a  plough  and  ploughed  him  down. 

Put  clods  upon  his  head  ; 
And  they  hae  sworn  a  solemn  oath, 

John  Barleycorn  was  dead. 

But  the  cheerful  spring  came  kindly  on, 

And  showers  began  to  fall ; 
John  Barleycorn  got  up  again, 

And  sore  surprised  them  all. 

The  sultry  suns  of  summer  came, 

And  he  grew  thick  and  strong ; 
His  head  weel  armed  wi'  pointed  spears, 

That  no  one  should  him  wrong. 

1  This  is  an  improvement  upon  an  early  song  of  probably 
.rlish  origin,  of  which  Mr.  Robert  Janie.*on   has  given  a 
cu(iy  in  his  Ballads  (2  vols.  8vo.),  which  he  obtaine<I  from  a 
biack-luttcr  sheet  in  the  Pepys  Library,  Cambridge. 
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The  sober  autumn  entered  mild, 

When  he  grew  wan  and  pale  ; 
His  bending  joints  and  drooping  head 

Shewed  he  began  to  fail. 

His  colour  sickened  more  and  more, 

He  faded  into  age  ; 
And  then  his  enemies  began 

To  shew  their  deadly  rage. 

They've  taen  a  weapon,  long  and  sharp, 

And  cut  him  by  the  knee  ; 
Then  tied  him  fast  upon  a  cart, 

Like  a  rogue  for  tbrgerie. 

They  laid  him  down  upon  his  back, 

And  cudgelled  him  full  sore ; 
They  hung  him  up  before  the  storm. 

And  turned  him  o'er  and  o'er. 

They  filled  up  a  darksome  pit 

With  water  to  the  brim  ; 
They  heaved  in  John  Barleycorn, 

There  let  him  sink  or  swim. 

They  laid  liim  out  u|)on  the  floor 

To  work  him  further  wo ; 
And  still,  as  signs  of  life  appenretl. 

They  totiscd  him  to  »ih1  fro. 
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They  wasted  o'er  a  scorching  flame 

The  marrow  of  his  bones  ; 
But  a  miller  used  him  worst  of  all, 

For  he  crushed  him  'tween  two  stones. 

And  they  hae  taen  his  very  heart's  blood, 

And  drunk  it  round  and  round  ; 
And  still  the  more  and  more  they  drank, 

Their  joy  did  more  abound. 

John  Barleycorn  was  a  hero  bold, 

Of  noble  enterprise ; 
For  if  you  do  but  taste  his  blood, 

'Twill  make  your  courage  rise. 

'Twill  make  a  man  forget  his  wo  ; 

'Twill  heighten  all  his  joy  : 
'Twill  make  the  widow's  heart  to  sing, 

Though  the  tear  were  in  her  eye. 

Then  let  us  toast  John  Barleycorn, 

Each  man  a  glass  in  hand  ; 
And  may  his  great  posterity 

Ne'er  fail  in  old  Scotland ! 
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MARY  MORRISON. 

The  year  1783,  and  the  early  part  of  1784,  wit 
nessed  various  love-affairs  of  the  poet,  of  which  we 
have  bnt  an  obscure  account.  One  of  these  is  merely 
indicated  in  the  beautiful  song  of  Mary  Morrison. 

Oh  Mary,  at  thy  window  be, 

It  is  the  wished,  the  trysted  liour ! 
Those  smiles  and  glances  let  me  see, 

That  make  the  miser's  treasure  poor : 
How  blithely  wad  I  bide  ihe  stoure,  dust 

A  weary  sLive  frae  sun  to  sun, 
Could  I  the  rich  reward  secure, 

The  lovely  Mary  Morrison. 

Yestreen  when  to  the  trembling  string, 

The  dance  gaed  through  the  lighted  ha', 
To  thee  my  fancy  took  its  wing, 

I  eat,  but  neither  heard  nor  saw. 
Though  this  was  fair,  and  that  was  braw, 

And  yon  the  toast  of  a*  the  town, 
I  sighed,  and  said  amang  thetn  a' : 

'  Ye  are  na  Mary  Morrison.' 

Oh   Mary,  canst  thou  wreck  his  peace, 
Wha  for  thy  sakv.  wad  gladly  die? 
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Or  canst  thoa  break  that  heart  of  his, 
Whase  only  faut  is  loving  thee  ? 

If  love  for  love  thou  wilt  na  gie, 
At  least  be  pity  to  me  shown  ; 

A  thought  ungentle  canna  be 
The  thought  o'  Mary  Morrison. 


THE  RIGS  O'  BARLEY. 

TxrsK—Com  Rigt, 

It  was  upon  a  Lammas  night, 

When  corn  rigs  are  bonnie, 
Beneath  the  moon's  unclouded  light, 

I  held  awa  to  Annie  : 
The  time  flew  by  wi'  tentless  heed. 

Till  'tween  the  late  and  early, 
Wi'  sma'  persuasion  she  agreed 

To  see  me  through  the  barley. 

The  sky  was  blue,  the  wind  was  still. 
The  moon  was  shining  clearly  ; 

I  set  her  down  wi'  right  good  will 
Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley  ; 

1  kent  her  heart  was  a'  my  ain  ; 
I  loved  her  most  sincerely ; 

TOL.  I.  3 
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I  kissed  her  owre  and  owre  again 
Amang  the  rigs  o'  bariey. 

I  locked  her  in  my  fond  embrace  ; 

Her  heart  was  beating  rarely : 
My  blessings  on  that  happy  place, 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley  ! 
But  by  the  moon  and  stars  so  bright, 

That  shone  that  hour  so  clearly, 
She  aye  shall  bless  that  happy  night 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley  ! 

I  hae  been  blithe  wi'  comrades  dear ; 

I  hae  been  merry  drinkin' ; 
I  hae  been  joyfu'  gath'rin'  gear ; 

I  hae  been  happy  thinkin' : 
But  a'  the  pleasures  e'er  I  saw, 

Though  three  times  doubled  fairly 
That  happy  night  was  worth  them  a* 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley. 

CHORUS. 

Com  rigs,  and  barley  rigs. 

And  corn  rigs  are  bonnie  : 
I'll  ne'er  forget  that  happy  night 

Amang  the  rigs  wi'  Annie. 
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MONTGOMERY'S  PEGGY. 
Tune — Gala  Water. 

Of  a  third  ditty  we  have  also  some  particulars. 
It  was  a  more  serious  and  durable  affair  than  either 
of  the  preceding.  The  heroine  was  a  young  woman 
acting  as  a  superior  servant  in  the  house  of  Mr.  Mont- 
gomery of  Coilsfield ;  hence  she  was  called  by  Burns 
Montgomer}'s  Peggy.  The  poet's  acquaintance  with 
her  commenced  in  the  same  way  as  that  of  the  Laird 
of  Dumbiedykes  with  the  lady  whom  he  chose  as  his 
wife  —  that  is,  by  their  sitting  in  the  same  seat  in 
church.  1  He  himself  tells  us  that  he  entered  on  a 
courtship,  partly  from  a  desire  to  show  his  skill  in  the 
writing  of  billets  doux  —  a  kind  of  exercise  in  compo- 
sition, of  the  dangers  of  which  he,  as  an  unreflecting 
poet,  was  of  course  quite  unaware.  By  and  by,  as 
might  have  been  expected,  he  came  to  write  of  the 
damsel  in  a  somewhat  fervent  strain.  When  he  at 
length  began  to  make  serious  demonstrations,  he  found 
that  the  heart  of  Peggy  had  been  for  some  time  en- 
gaged to  another,  and  it  cost  him,  as  he  tells  us,  some 
heartaches  to  get  quit  of  the  affair. 

Although  my  bed  were  in  yon  muir 
Amang  the  heather,  in  my  plaidie, 

Yet  happy,  happy  would  I  be, 

Had  I  my  dear  Montgomery's  Peggy, 
i  Tlicse  particulars  are  from  Mrs.  Begg. 
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When  o'er  the  hill  beat  surly  storms, 
And  winter  nights  were  dark  and  rainy, 

I'd  seek  some  dell,  and  in  my  arms 
I'd  shelter  dear  Montgomery's  Peggy. 

Were  I  a  baron  proud  and  high, 

And  horse  and  servants  waiting  ready, 

Then  a'  'twad  gie  o'  joy  to  me, 

The  sharin't  with  Montgomery's  Peggy. 


SONG  COMPOSED  IN  AUGUST. 

TuNK  —  /  had  a  horse,  I  had  not  mair. 

The  Peggy  of  the  following  song  (which  belongs 
apparently  to  the  year  1 784)  was,  according  to  Burns's 
sister,  Margaret  Thomson,  who  had  some  years  be- 
fore been  the  object  of  a  blazing  passion,  while  Burns 
was  at  school  at  Kirkoswald. 

Now  westUn  winds  and  slaught'ring  guns 

Bring  autumn's  pleasant  weather ; 
The  moorcock  spfrings,  on  whirring  wings, 

Amang  the  blooming  heather. 
Now  waving  grain,  wide  o'er  the  plain, 

Delight-s  the  weary  farmer ; 
And  the  moon  nhines  bright,  when  I  rove  at  night 

To  UUI8C  u{K)n  tny  charmor. 
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The  partridge  loves  the  fruitful  fells  ; 

The  plover  loves  the  mountains  ; 
The  woodcock  haunts  the  lonely  dells ; 

The  soaring  hem  the  fountains :  hewm 

Through  lofty  groves  the  cushat  roves,    wood-pigeon 

The  path  of  man  to  shun  it ; 
The  hazel-bush  o'erhangs  the  thrush, 

The  spreading  thorn  the  linnet. 

Thus  every  kind  their  pleasure  find, 

The  savage  and  the  tender ; 
Some  social  join,  and  leagues  combine ; 

Some  sohtary  wander : 
Avaunt,  away  !  the  cruel  sway. 

Tyrannic  man's  dominion ; 
The  sportsman's  joy,  the  murdering  cry, 

The  fluttering  gory  pinion. 

But  Peggy,  dear,  the  evening's  clear. 

Thick  flies  the  skimming  swallow ; 
The  sky  is  blue,  the  fields  in  view. 

All  fading-green  and  yellow  : 
Come,  let  us  stray  our  gladsome  way. 

And  view  the  charms  of  nature  ; 
The  rustling  com,  the  fruited  thom. 

And  every  happy  creature. 

We'll  gently  walk,  and  sweetly  talk. 
Till  the  silent  moon  shine  clearly  ; 
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I'll  grasp  thy  waist,  and  fondly  prest, 
Swear  how  I  love  thee  dearly : 

Not  vernal  showers  to  budding  flowers, 
Not  autumn  to  the  farmer, 

So  dear  can  be  as  thou  to  me. 
My  fair,  my  lovely  charmer  !  * 


INSCRIPTION   ON    THE    TOMBSTONE    OF 
WILLIAM    BURNESS. 

Oh  ye  whose  cheek  the  tear  of  pity  stains, 
Draw  near  with  pious  rev'rence  and  attend ! 

Here  lie  the  loving  husband's  dear  remains, 
The  tender  father,  and  the  gen'rous  friend. 

^  Mrs.  Begg  remembere,  about  the  time  of  her  brother's  at- 
tachment to  Jean  Armour,  seeing  this  song  freshly  written 
out  amongst  his  papers,  with  the  name  "  Jeanio  "  instead  of 
"Peggy,"  and  the  word  "Armour"  instead  of  "charmer,"  at 
the  end  of  the  first  and  fifth  verses.  She  therefore  suspects 
that  the  poet  has,  through  inadvertency,  made  a  mbtake  in 
assigning  this  song  to  Miss  Thomson.  The  present  editor 
has  not  deemed  himself  justified  on  such  a  ground  to  reject  so 
direct  a  statement  of  the  poet  himself  Perhaps  he  may  have 
written  the  song  for  Miss  Thomson,  and  only  temporarily  de- 
throned her  name  for  the  sake  of  a  newer  love.  It  seems 
next  to  impossible  that  Rums  could  have  ever  published  the 
■ong  with  a  change  so  calculated  to  delutse  its  po«ticaI  value 
M  the  aubstitution  of  **  Armour  "  for  "  charmer." 
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The  pitying  heart  that  felt  for  human  wo ; 

The   dauntless   heart   that   feared   no    human 
pride; 
The  friend  of  man,  to  vice  alone  a  foe  ; 

"  For  even  his  faihnors  leaned  to  virtue's  side."* 


A  PRAYER  m   THE  PROSPECT  OF 
DEATH. 

In  the  course  of  the  summer  1 784,  the  health  of 
the  poet  gave  way  to  a  serious  extent  The  move- 
ments of  the  heart  were  affected,  and  he  became  Ua- 
ble  to  fainting  fits,  particularly  in  the  night-time.  The 
youthful  bard,  feeling  that  death  hovered  over  him, 
and  reflecting  with  compunction  on  the  errors  partly 
involved  in  the  cause  of  his  malady,  was  for  a  time 
under  very  serious  impressions.  He  at  this  time 
wrote  what  he  calls  in  his  Commonplace-book  "  a 
Prayer  when  fainting  fits  and  other  jilanning  symp- 
toms of  a  pleurisy,  or  some  other  dangerous  disorder 
which  still  threatens  me,  first  put  nature  on  the 
alarm."  It  was  subsetjuentiy  published  under  the 
more  simple  title  of  A  Prayer  in  the  Prospect  of 
Death. 

Oh  thou  unknown,  Almighty  Cause 
Of  all  my  hope  and  fear ! 
i-  Goldsmith. 
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In  whose  dread  presence,  ere  an  hour, 
Perhaps  I  must  appear  I 

If  I  have  wandered  in  those  paths 

Of  life  I  ought  to  shun. 
As  something,  loudly,  in  my  breast, 

Remonstrates  I  have  done  ; 

Thou  know'st  that  Thou  hast  formfed  me 
With  passions  wild  and  strong  ; 

And  listening  to  their  witching  voice 
Has  often  led  me  wrong. 

Where  human  weakness  has  come  short, 

Or  frailty  stept  aside, 
Do  thou.  All-good !  —  for  such  thou  art,  — 

In  shades  of  darkness  hide. 

Where  with  intention  I  have  erred, 

No  other  plea  I  have. 
But,  Thou  art  good  ;  and  goodness  still 

Delighteth  to  forgive. 


STANZAS  ON  THE   SAME   OCCASION. 

Why  am  I  loth  to  leave  this  earthly  scene? 
Have  I  so  found  it  full  of  pleasing  charms? 
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Some    drops   of  joy  with   draughts  of  ill  be- 
tween : 
Some    gleams  of  sunshine   'mid    renewing 
storms : 
Is  it  departing  pangs  my  soul  alarms? 

Or  death's  unlovely,  dreary,  dark  abode? 
For  guilt,  for  guilt,  my  terrors   are  in  arms ; 
I  tremble  to  approach  an  angry  God, 
And  justly  smart  beneath   his  sin-avenging  rod. 

Fain  would  I  say,  '*  Forgive  my  foul  offence ! " 

Fain  promise  never  more  to  disobey ; 
But  should  my  Author  health  again  dispense, 

Again  I  might  desert  fair  Virtue's  way : 
Again  in  Folly's  path  might  go  astray ; 

Again  exalt  the    brute,  and  sink  the  man  ; 
Then  how  should  I  for  heavenly  mercy  pray. 
Who     act    so    counter     heavenly    mercy's 
plan? 
Who  sin  so  oft   have   mourned,  yet   to  tempta- 
tion ran? 

Oh  Thou,  great  Governor  of  all  below! 

K  I  may  dare  a  lifted  eye  to  Thee, 
Thy    nod    can    make    the    tempest    cease    to 
blow. 

Or  still  the  tomolt  of  the  raging  sea : 
With  that  controlling  power  assist  even  me 

Those  headlong  furious  pa''sions  to  confine; 
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For  all  unfit  I  feel  my  powers  to  be, 
To  rule  their  torrent  in  the  allowed  line ; 
Oh,   aid   me  with  Thy   help,  Omnipotence   Di- 


vme 
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THE  FIRST  PSALM. 

To  the  same  period  I  am  disposed  to  refer  two 
translations  of  psalms,  which  appeared  in  the  Edin- 
burgh edition  of  his  poems. 

The  man,  in  life  wherever  placed, 

Hath  happiness  in  store, 
Who  walks  not  in  the  wicked's  way, 

Nor  learns  their  guilty  lore ! 

Nor  from  the  seat  of  scornful  pride 

Casts  forth  his  eyes  abroad, 
But  with  humility  and  awe 

Still  walks  before  his  God. 

That  man  shall  flourish  like  the  treeA 
Which  by  the  streamlets  grow  ; 

The  fruitful  top  is  spread  on  high, 
And  firm  the  root  below. 

1  In  Mr.  Dick's  MS.  is  apparently  an  earlier  copy  of  this 
poem,  containing  some  variations  expreaaivo  of  deeper  con- 
trition than  what  here  appean.  After  "  Again  I  might  desert 
fiUr  Virtue's  way,"  comes,  "  Again  by  pawion  would  be  led 
Mtray."  The  sei-ond  lino  of  the  iaot  Htanxa  is,  "  If  one  ao 
black  with  crimes  dare  on  tlicc  call  " 
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But  he  whose  blossom  buds  in  guilt, 

Shall  to  the  ground  be  cast, 
And,  like  the  rootless  stubble,  tost 

Before  the  sweeping  blast. 

For  why  ?  that  God  the  good  adore 
Hath  given  them  peace  and  rest. 

But  hath  decreed  that  wicked  men 
Shall  ne'er  be  truly  blest. 


THE  FIRST  SIX  VERSES  OF  THE 
NINETIETH  PSALM. 

Oh  Thou,  the  first,  the  greatest  friend 

Of  all  the  human  race ! 
Whose  strong  right  hand  has  ever  been 

Their  stay  and  dwelling-place  I 

Before  the  mountains  heaved  their  heads 

Beneath  thy  forming  hand, 
Before  this  ponderous  globe  itself 

Arose  at  Thy  command ; 

That  Power  which  raised  and  still  upholds 

This  universal  frame, 
From  countless,  unbeginning  time, 

Was  ever  still  the  same. 
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Those  mighty  periods  of  years 

Which  seem  to  us  so  vast, 
Appear  no  more  before  Thy  sight 

Than  yesterday  that's  past. 

Thou  giv'st  the  word:  Thy  creature  man, 

Is  to  existence  brought ; 
Again  Thou  say'st :   "  Ye  sons  of  men. 

Return  ye  into  nought!" 

Thou  layest  them  with  all  their  cares 

In  everlasting  sleep ; 
As  with  a  flood  Thou  tak'st  them  off, 

With  overwhelming  sweep. 

They  flourish  like  the  morning  flower. 

In  beauty's  pride  arrayed ; 
But  long  ere  night,  cut  down,  it  lies 

All  withered  and  decayed. 


EPISTLE  TO  JOHN  RANKINE. 

Rankino  was  a  prince  of  boon-companions,  and 
mingled  a  good  deal  in  the  society  of  tho  neij^hl)oring 
gentry,  but  was  too  free  a  liver  to  bo  on  good  terms 
with  the  stricter  order  of  tho  clergy.  Bums  and  ho 
had  taken  to  each  other,  no  doubt  in  consequence  of 
their  conuuunity  of  feeling  and  thinking  on  many 
points. 
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Rankine  had  amused  the  fancy  of  Burns  by  a  trick 
which  he  played  off  upon  a  guest  of  rigid  professions, 
which  ending  in  making  the  holy  man  thoroughly 
drunk. 

Oh  rough,  rude,  ready-witted  Rankine, 

The  wale  o'  cocks  for  fun  and  drinkin' !      cholca 

There's  mony  godly  folks  are  thinkin'. 

Your  dreams  and  tricks 
Will  send  you,  Korah-like,  a  sinkin', 

Straught  to  Auld  Nick's. 

Ye  hae  sae  mony  cracks  and  cants. 
And  in  your  wicked,  drucken  rants, 
Ye  mak  a  devil  o'  the  saunts, 

And  fill  them  fou ; 
And  then  their  failings,  flaws,  and  wants. 

Are  a*  seen  through. 

Hypocrisy,  in  mercy  spare  it ! 
That  holy  robe,  oh  dinna  tear  it !  • 
Spare't  for  their  sakes  wha  aften  wear  it, 

The  lads  in  black ! 
But  your  curst  wit,  when  it  comes  near  it, 

Rives't  aff  their  back.  Teaw 

Think,  wicked  sinner,  wha  ye're  skaitliing :  harming 

If 8  just  the  blue-gown  badge  and  claithing  * 

'  Allading  to  a  blue  unifonii  and  badge  worn  by  a  select 
number  of  privileged  beggars  in  Scotland,  usually  called 
King's  Bedesmen.  Edic  Uchiltree,  in  the  Antiquary,  is  an 
example  of  the  corps. 
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0'  saunts ;  tak  that,  ye  lea'e  them  naithing 

To  ken  them  by, 
Frae  ony  unregenerate  heathen 

Like  you  or  I. 

I've  sent  you  here  some  rhyming  ware, 
A'  that  I  bargained  for,  and  mair; 
Sae,  whan  ye  hae  an  hour  to  spare, 

I  will  expect 
Yon  sang,*  ye'U  sen't  wi'  canny  care,      thonghtfai 

And  no  neglect. 


Though,  faith,  sma'  heart  hae  I  to  sing ! 
My  muse  dow  scarcely  spread  her  wing 
I've  played  raysel  a  bonnie  spring, 

And  danced  my  fill; 
I'd  better  gaen  and  sair't  the  king 

At  Bunker's  HiU. 


*Twas  ae  night  lately,  in  ray  fun, 

I  gaed  a  roving  wi'  the  gun, 

And  brought  a  paitrick  to  the  grun',        puMdia 

A  bonnie  hen, 
And  as  the  twilight  was  begun, 

Thought  nane  wad  ken. 

The  poor  wee  thing  was  little  hurt; 

I  straikit  it  a  wee  for  sport,  stroked 

i  A  itoug  he  luid  itruiuUtiU  (he  auliiur.  —  B. 
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Ne'er  thinking  they  wad  fash  me  for't ;      trouble 

But  deil-raa-care ! 
Somebody  tells  the  poacher-court 

The  bale  affair. 

Some  auld  used  hands  bad  taen  a  note 
That  sic  a  hen  had  got  a  shot ; 
I  was  suspected  for  the  plot ; 

I  scorned  to  lie ; 
So  gat  the  whistle  o'  my  groat, 

And  pay't  the  fee.  .  .  . 

As  soon's  the  clocking-time  is  by,  breeding 

And  the  wee  pouts  begun  to  cry,  poxuts 

L — ,  I'se  hae  sportin'  by  and  by, 

For  my  gowd  guinea, 
Though  I  should  hunt  the  buckskin  kye 

For't  in  Virginia.  .  ,  . 

It  puts  me  aye  as  mad's  a  hare ; 
So  I  can  rhyme  and  write  nae  mair ; 
But  pennyworths  again  is  fair, 

When  time's  expedient: 
Meanwhile  I  am,  respected  sir. 

Tour  most  obedient 
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GREEN  GROW  THE  RASHES. 

TcNK  —  Green  grow  the  Rashes. 

There's  nought  but  care  on  every  hand, 

In  every  hour  that  passes,  0: 
What  signifies  the  life  o'  man, 

And  'twere  na  for  the  lasses,  0. 

CHORUS. 

Green  grow  the  rashes,  0 1 

Green  grow  the  rashes,  O! 
The  sweetest  hours  that  e'er  I  spend 

Are  spent  amang  the  lasses,  O. 

The  warly  race  may  riches  chase,  worldly 

And  riches  still  may  fly  them,  O ; 

And  though  at  last  they  catch  them  fast, 
Their  hearts  can  ne'er  enjoy  them,  O. 

Gie  me  a  canny  hour  at  e'en,  h»ppy 

My  arms  about  my  dearie,  O; 
And  warly  cares,  and  warly  men, 

May  a'  gae  tapsalteerie,  O.  topty-turry 

For  you  sae  douce  ye  sneer  at  this,         gr»r« 
Yc're  nought  but  senseless  asses,  O: 

The  wisest  man  tlie  warl*  e'er  saw. 
He  dearly  loved  the  Ia:jses,  O. 
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Auld  Nature  swears,  the  lovely  dears 
Her  noblest  work  she  classes,  0: 

Her  'prentice  hand  she  tried  on  man, 
And  then  she  made  the  lasses,  0.* 

Augmtt, 


THE  CURE  FOR  ALL   CARE. 

TuHK  —  Prepare,  my  dear  Brethren,  to  the  Tavern  UP  t  fly. 

Bums  had  joined  a  fraternity  of  freemasons  who 
met  in  a  small  public-house  in  the  village  of  Torbol- 
ton.     His  generous  and  social  temper  disposed  him  to 

1  In  this  song  Bums  made  an  improvement  npon  an  an- 
cient homely  ditty  to  the  same  air.  It  has  been  pointed 
out  that  the  last  admirable  verse  is  formed  upon  a  conceit, 
which  was  put  into  print  long  before  the  days  of  Bums,  in  a 
comedy  entitled  Cupid's  WhirUffig,  published  in  1607.  The 
passage  in  the  comedy  is  an  apostrophe  to  the  female  sex,  as 
follows :  — 

"  Oh  woman 

since  we 

Were  made  before  ye,  should  we  not  love  and 
Admire  ye  as  the  last,  and  therefore  perfect'st  work 
Of  Nature  ?    Man  was  made  when  Nature  was 
But  an  apprentice,  but  woman  when  she 
Was  a  skilful  mistress  of  her  art." 
It  might  be  presumed  that  Bums  had  no  chance  of  see- 
ing the  old  play;  but  it  appears  that  the  passage  has  been 
transferred  into  a  book  which  was  not  very  scarce  in  his 
time  —  namely.  The  Britith  Muse,  a  Collection  of  Thoughts, 
by  Thomas  Ilayward,  Gent.    4  vols.     London,  1738. 
VOL.   I.  4 
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take  a  warm  part  in  their  festive  proceedings  ;  and  his 
witty  intelligent  conversation  made  him  speedily  as- 
cend to  a  leading-place  in  the  lodge.  Any  baccha- 
nalianism  which  appears  in  his  verses  was  not  from  the 
heart,  as  his  ravings  on  amatory  subjects  usually  are. 
He  was  here  merely  the  literary  medium  of  a  recog- 
nized common  sentiment. 

No  churchman  am  I  for  to  rail  and  to  write, 
No  statesman  nor  soldier  to  plot  or  to  fight, 
No  sly  man  of  business  contriving  a  snare ; 
For  a  big-bellied  bottle's  the  whole  of  my  care. 

The  peer  I  don't  envy,  I  give  him  his  bow  ; 
I  scorn  not  the  peasant,  though  ever  so  low ; 
But  a  club  of  good  fellows,  like  those  that  are 

here. 
And  a  bottle  like  this,  are  my  glory  and  care. 

Here    passes    the    squire    on  his  brother  —  his 

horse  ; 

There    centum    per    centum,    the  cit   with    his 

purse; 

But  see  you  The  Crown,  how  it  waves  in  the 

air ! 
There  a  big-bellied  bottle  still  eases  my  care. 

The  wife  of  my  bosom,  alas !  she  did  die ; 
For  sweet  consolation  to  church   I  did  fly ; 
I  found  that  old  Solomon  provM  it  fair, 
That  a  l)ig-bellied  bottle's  a  cure  for  all  care. 
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I  once  was  persuaded  a  venture  to  make ; 
A  letter  informed  me  that  all  was  to  wreck; 
But   the   pursy   old     landlord   just    waddled   up 

stairs, 
With  a  glorious  bottle  that  ended  my  cares. 

•  Life's   cares,   they   are   comforts '  ^  —  a   maxim 

laid  doAvn 
Ry  the  bard,  what  d'ye  call  him,  that  wore  the 

black   gown ; 
And,  faith,  I  agree  with  th'  old  prig  to  a  hair ; 
For  a  big-bellied  bottle's  a  heaven  of  care. 


ADDED  IN   A  MASON  LODGE. 

Then  fill  up  a  bumper,  and  make  it  o'erflow, 
And  honors  masonic  prepare  for  to  throw ; 
May   every   true    brother  of    th'   compass    and 

square 
Have  a   big-bellied  bottle  when  harassed  with 

r»arA ! 


« THOUGH   CRUEL  FATE  SHOULD  BID  US 
PART." 

The  four  pieces  which  follow  are  extracted  from 
Boms's  Commonplace-Book.     They  are  inserted  be- 

1  Toung. 
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tween  entries  for  May  and  August  [1784?],  but  pos- 
sibly may  be  the  production  of  a  period  somewhat 
later. 


Though  cruel  Fate  should  bid  us  part, 

As  far's  the  Pole  and  Line, 
Her  dear  idea  round  my  heart 

Should  tenderly  entwine. 

Though  mountains  frown  and  deserts  howl, 

And  oceans  roar  between ; 
Yet,  dearer  than  my  deathless  soul, 

I  still  would  love  my  Jean.* 


One  night  as  I  did  wander, 

When  corn  begins  to  shoot, 
I  sat  me  down  to  ponder, 

Upon  an  auld  tree-root. 

Auld  Ayr  ran  by  before  me. 

And  bickered  to  the  seas,  nw«d 

A  cushat  crooded  o'er  me,  wood-plfMo 

That  echoed  through  the  braes. 

1  The  allusion  la  to  Jean  Annour,  afterwarda  the  wife  of 
the  poet 
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ROBIN. 

TuHB — Dcdnty  Davie. 

Thebe  was  a  lad  was  bom  in  Kyle, 

But  whatna  day  o'  whatna  style, 
I  doubt  it's  hardly  worth  my  while 
To  be  sae  nice  wi'  Robin. 
Robin  was  a  rovin'  boy, 

Rantin'  rovin',  rantin'  rovin'; 
Robin  was  a  rovin'  boy, 
Rantin'  rovin'  Robin ! 

Our  monarch's  hindmost  year  but  ane 
Was  five-and-twenty  days  begun, 
Twas  then  a  blast  o'  Janwar'  win' 
Blew  handsel  ^  in  on  Robin. 

The  gossip  keekit  in  his  loof,  peep*d— pain 

Quo'  scho,  wha  lives  wiU  see  the  proof, 
This  waly  boy  will  be  nae  coof;  goodly— fiwi 

I  think  well  ca'  him  Robin. 

Hell  hae  misfortunes  great  and  sma', 
But  aye  a  heart  aboon  them  a' ; 
He'll  be  a  credit  tiU  us  a' ; 
We'll  a'  be  proud  o'  Robin. 

1  A  gift  for  a  particular  season,  or  the  first  raoatsy  received 
on  anv  particular  occasion. 
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But  sure  as  three  times  three  mak  nine, 

I  see  by  ilka  score  and  line, 

This  chap  will  dearly  like  our  kin', 

So  leeze  me  on  thee,  Robin.*  bkadogi 


ELEGY  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  ROBERT 
RUISSEAUX.9 

Now  Robin  lies  in  his  last  lair, 
He'll  gabble  rhyme  nor  sing  nae  mair, 
Cauld  poverty,  wi'  hungry  stare, 

Nae  mair  shall  fear  him ; 
Nor  anxious  fear,  nor  cankert  care, 

E'er  mair  come  near  him. 

To  tell  the  truth,  they  seldom  fash't  him,  troubled 
Except  the  moment  that  they  crush't  him  ; 
For  sune  as  chance  or  fate  had  hush't  'em, 

Though  e'er  sae  short, 
Then  wi'  a  rhyme  or  sang  he  lush't  'em, 

And  thought  it  sport. 

1  It  haji  been  fiaid,  but  upon  no  good  authority  that  I  am 
aware  of,  that  there  was  some  foundation  in  fact  for  this  talo 
of  a  fjoRsip —  a  wayfaring  woman,  who  chanced  to  ho  present 
at  the  poet's  birth,  —  liavinfj  actually  announced  nome  8uch 
prophecies  resjKicting  the  infant  placed  in  her  unns.  Some 
(iniilar  circumstances  attended  the  birth  of  Mirubeau. 

'^  Uuisseaux,  Fi:  for  rivulefjt,  a  tran.slatiun  of  his  own  name. 
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Though  he  was  bred  to  kintra  wark,  country 

And  counted  was  baith  wight  and  stark,     sturdy 
Yet  that  was  never  Robin's  mark 

To  mak  a  man  ; 
But  tell  him,  he  was  learned  and  clark, 

Ye  roosed  him  than!  praised 


THE  BELLES  OF  MAUCHLINE. 

In   Mauchline   there    dwells    six    proper    young 
belles. 
The    pride  of   the  place   and    its    neighbour- 
hood a', 
Their    carriage    and    dress,    a    stranger    would 
guess. 
In  Lon'on  or  Paris,  they'd  gotten  it  a*. 
Miss  Miller  is  fine,  Miss  Markland's  divine, 
Miss  Smith   she   has  wit,  and    Miss    Betty  is 
braw. 
There's    beauty    and    fortune    to    get    wi'    Miss 
Morton ; 
Bat  Armour's  the  jewel  for  me  o'  them  a'. 


WHEN   FIRST  I  CAME  TO  STEWART 
KYLE. 

Tune —  /  had  a  ffone,  I  had  nae  mtur. 
When  first  I  came  to  Stewart  Kyle, 
My  initid  il   was  iia  steady, 
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Where'er  I  gaed,  where'er  I  rade, 
A  mistress  still  I  had  aye. 

But  when  I  came  roun'  by  Mauchline  toun, 

Not  dreadin'  anybody, 
My  heart  was  caught  before  I  thought, 

Jind  by  a  Mauchline  lady. 

AvgviL 


THOUGH    FICKLE    FORTUNE    HAS 
DECEIVED    ME. 

Though  fickle  fortune  has  deceived  me, 
She  promised  fair,  and  performed  but  ill ; 

Of  mistress,  friends,  and  wealth  bereaved  me, 
Yet  I  bear  a  heart  shall  support  me  still. 

I'll  act  with  prudence  as  far's  I'm  able, 
But  if  success  I  must  never  find. 

Then  come  misfortune,  I  bid  thee  welcome, 
I'll  meet  thee  with  an  undaunted  mind.^ 

8tg>t«iiAer 

1  "  The  above  was  an  extempore,  under  the  pressore  of  a 
heavy  train  of  misfortunes,  which  indeed  threatened  to  undo 
me  altogether."  —  B. 
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OH    RAGING    FORTUNE'S    WITHERING 
BLAST. 

Oh  raging  fortune's  withering  blast 
Has  laid  my  leaf  fuU  low,  O ! 

Oh  raging  fortune's  withering  blast 
Has  laid  my  leaf  full  low,  O ! 

My  stem  was  fair,  my  bud  was  green. 
My  blossom  sweet  did  blow,  O ; 

The  dew  fell  fresh,  the  sun  rose  mild, 
And  made  my  branches  grow,  O. 

But  luckless  fortune's  northern  storms 
Laid  a'  my  blossoms  low,  O  ! 

But  luckless  fortune's  northern  storms 
Laid  a'  my  blossoms  low,  O  ! 


EPISTLE  TO  DAVIE, 

A  BBOTHBB  POET. 

*^It  was,  I  think,  in  sninmer,  1784,  when  in  the 
interval  of  harder  labor,  he  and  I  were  weeding  in 
the  garden  (kail-yard),  that  he  repeated  to  me  the 
principal  part  of  this  epistle.  I  believe  the  first  idea 
of  Robert's  becoming  an  author  was  started  on  this 
occasion.  I  was  much  pleased  with  the  epistle,  and 
said  to  him  I  was  of  opinion  it  would  bear  beinjr 
printed."  —  G.  Burns. 
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This  poem  appears  to  have  been  completed,  iis  it 
now  stands,  in  January  1 785,  for  a  copy  in  the  poet's 
handwriting  exists  in  possession  of  Miss  Grace  Aiken, 
Ayr,  bearing  that  date,  and  with  the  following  more 
ample  title  —  An  Epistle  to  Davie,  a  Brother  Poet, 
Lover,  Ploughman,  and  Fiddler. 


While  winds  frae  aflf  Ben-Loraond  blaw, 
And  bar  the  doors  wi'  driving  snaw, 

And  hing  us  owre  the  ingle, 
I  set  me  down  to  pass  the  time, 
And  spin  a  verse  or  two  o'  rhyme, 

In  haraely  westlin'  jingle. 
While  frosty  winds  blaw  in  the  drift, 

Ben  to  the  chimla  lug,  in— ear 

I  grudge  a  wee  the  great  folk's  gift,  uttie 

That  live  sae  bien  and  snug:         comfertabiy 

I  tent  less,  and  want  less  miai 

Their  roomy  fireside  ; 
But  hanker  and  canker 
To  see  their  cursed  pride. 

It's  hardly  in  a  body's  power 

To  keep,  at  times,  frae  being  sour, 

To  see  how  things  are  shared ; 
How  best  o'  chiels  are  whiles  in  want, 
Wliile  coofs  on  countless  thousands  rant,    «»to 

And  ken  na  how  to  wnir't;  know  — »pend 

But,  Duvie,  lad,  ne'er  fash  your  lirad  ;   troubto 

Though  we  hae  little  gear.  w»»tti 
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We're  fit  to  win  our  daily  bread, 

As  lang's  we're  hale  and  fier:  Bouna 

*Mair  spier  na,  nor  fear  na,'*  aak 

Auld  age  ne'er  mind  a  feg,  fig 

The  last  o't,  the  warst  o't, 
Is  only  but  to  beg.' 

To  lie  in  kilns  and  bams  at  e'en, 

When  banes  are  crazed,  and  bluid  is  thin, 

Is  doubtless  great  distress ! 
Yet  then  content  could  make  us  blest ; 
Even  then,  sometimes  we'd  snatch  a  taste 

Of  truest  happiness. 
The  honest  heart  that's  free  frae  a' 

Intended  fraud  or  guile, 
However  fortune  kick  the  ba', 
Has  aye  some  cause  to  smile  : 
And  mind  still,  you'll  find  still, 

A  comfort  this  nae  sma'; 
Nae  mair  then,  we'll  care  then, 
Nae  farther  we  can  fa'. 

1  Ramsay. 

2  "  The  old-remembered  beggar,  even  in  my  own  time,  like 
the  baccoch,  or  travelling  cripple  of  Ireland,  was  expected  to 
merit  his  quarters  by  something  beyond  an  exposition  of  his 
distresses.  He  was  often  a  talkative,  facetious  fellow,  prompt 
at  repartee,  and  not  withheld  from  exercising  his  power  tliat 
way  by  any  respect  of  persons,  his  piatched  cloak  giving  him 
the  privilege  of  the  ancient  jester.  To  be  a  guid  crack  — 
that  is,  to  possess  talents  for  conversation  —  was  essential  to 
the  trade  of  a  '  puir  body '  of  the  more  esteemed  class ;  and 
Bums,  who  delighted  in  the  amusement  their  discourses  af- 
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What  though,  like  commoners  of  air, 
We  wander  out  we  know  not  where, 

But  either  house  or  hal'  ?  without— hold 

Yet  nature's  charms,  the  hills  and  woods, 
The  sweeping  vales,  and  foaming  floods, 

Are  free  alike  to  all. 
In  days  when  daisies  deck  the  ground, 

And  blackbirds  whistle  clear. 
With  honest  joy  our  hearts  will  bound 
To  see  the  coming  year : 

On  braes  when  we  please  then, 

We'll  sit  and  sowth  a  tune  ;  oon 

Syne  rhyme  till't,  we'll  time  till't. 
And  sing*!  when  we  hae  dune. 

forded,  seems  to  have  looked  forward  with  gloomy  firmness 
to  the  possibility  of  himself  becoming,  one  day  or  other,  a 
member  of  their  itinerant  society.  In  his  poetical  works,  it  is 
alluded  to  so  often  as  perhaps  to  indicate  that  he  considered 
the  consummiition  as  not  utterly  impossible.  Thus,  in  the 
fine  dedication  of  his  works  to  Gavin  Hamilton,  ho  says: 

'  And  when  I  downa  yoke  a  naig, 
Then,  Lord  be  thankit,  I  can  beg.' 
Again,  in  his  Epistle  to  Davie,  a  brother  poet,  he  states  that, 
in  their  closing  career, 

'  The  last  o't,  the  warst  o't, 
Is  only  but  to  beg.' 
And  after  having  remarked,  that 

'  To  lie  in  kilns  and  bn/ns  at  e'en, 
When  bancs  are  crazed,  and  bluid  is  thin, 
Is  doubtless  great  distreM,* 
the  bard  reckons  up,  with  true  poetical  spirit,  that  ft«6  en- 
joyment  of  the  bcautioa  of  nature  which  might  counterbal. 
anco  the  hardnhip  ami  nncoriMiiity  ofthu  lift-  ovon  of  a  men- 
dirant."     SiR  Waltkr  .S<orr       yi-i,*  In  Atitt>/miy. 
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It's  no  in  titles  nor  in  rank, 

It's  no  in  wealth  like  Lon'on  bank, 

To  purchase  peace  and  rest ; 
It's  no  in  making  muckle  mair ; 
It's  no  in  books ;  it's  no  in  lear,  teaming 

To  mak  us  truly  blest; 
If  happiness  hae  not  her  seat 

And  centre  in  the  breast, 
"We  may  be  wise,  or  rich,  or  great, 
But  never  can  be  blest; 
Nae  treasures  nor  pleasures 

Could  make  us  happy  lang ; 
The  heart  aye's  the  part  aye 
That  makes  us  right  or  wrang. 

Think  ye,  that  sic  as  you  and  I, 

Wha  drudge  and  drive  through  wet  and  dry, 

Wi'  never-ceasing  toil ; 
Think  ye,  we  are  less  blest  than  they, 
Wha  scarcely  tent  us  in  their  way,        obwrw 

As  hardly  worth  their  while? 
Alas!  how  aft,  in  haughty  mood, 
God's  creatures  they  oppress  ! 
Or  else,  neglecting  a'  that's  guid, 
They  riot  in  excess ! 

Baith  careless  and  fearless 

Of  either  heaven  or  hell  I 
Esteeming  and  deeming 
It's  a'  an  idle  tale  I 


62  EPWTLE   TO    DAVIE.  [1786. 

Then  let  us  cheerfu'  acquiesce ; 
Nor  make  our  scanty  pleasures  less, 

By  pining  at  our  state ; 
And  even  should  misfortunes  come, 
I,  here  wha  sit,  hae  met  wi'  some, 

An's  thankfu'  for  them  yet.  And  am 

They  gie  the  wit  of  age  to  youth ; 

They  let  us  ken  oursel' ; 
They  make  us  see  the  naked  truth, 
The  real  guid  and  ill. 
Though  losses  and  crosses 
Be  lessons  riglit  severe, 
There's  wit  there,  ye'll  get  there, 
Ye'll  find  nae  other  where. 

But  tent  me,  Davie,  ace  o'  hearts !  mark 

(To  say  aught  less  wad  wrang  the  cartes. 

And  flatt'ry  I  detest) 
This  life  has  joys  for  you  and  I ; 
And  joys  that  riches  ne'er  oould  buy; 

And  joys  the  very  best. 
There's  a'  the  pleasures  o'  the  heart, 

The  lover  and  the  frien' ; 
Ye  hae  your  Meg,*  your  dearest  part, 
And  I  my  darling  Jean! 
It  warms  me,  it  charms  me, 

To  mention  but  her  name : 
It  heats  me,  it  beets  me,  addiAMi 

And  sets  me  a'  on  flame! 
>  SilUr's  flame  wan  a  Uum  luuned  Margant  Oir,  who  had 
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Oh  all  ye  powers  who  rule  above ! 
Oh  Thou  whose  very  self  art  love! 
Thou  know'st  my  words  sincere ! 
The  life-blood  streaming  through  my  heart, 
Or  my  more  dear  immortal  part, 

Is  not  more  fondly  dear ! 
When  heart-corroding  care  and  grief 

Deprive  my  soul  of  rest, 

Her  dear  idea  brings  relief 

And  solace  to  my  breast. 

Thou  Being,  all-seeing. 

Oh  hear  my  fervent  prayer ! 
Still  take  her,  and  make  her 
Thy  most  peculiar  care ! 

All  hail,  ye  tender  feelings  dear! 
The  smile  of  love,  the  friendly  tear. 

The  sympathetic  glow  ! 
Long  since,  this  world's  thorny  ways 
Had  numbered  out  my  weary  days. 

Had  it  not  been  for  you  ! 

the  charge  of  the  children  of  Mra.  Stewart  of  Stair.  Bums, 
accompanying  his  friend  on  a  visit  to  Stair,  found  some  other 
lasses  there  who  were  good  singers,  and  communicated  to 
them  some  of  his  songs  in  manuscript.  Chance  threw  one  of 
these  in  the  way  of  Mrs.  Stewart,  who,  being  struck  by  its 
elegance  and  tenderness,  resolved  to  become  acquainted  with 
the  author.  Accordingly,  on  his  next  visit  to  the  house,  he 
was  asked  to  go  into  the  drawing-room  to  see  Mrs.  Stewart, 
who  thus  became  the  first  friend  he  had  above  his  own  rank 
in  life.  It  was  not  the  fortune  of  "  Meg  "  to  become  Mrs. 
Miliar 
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Fate  still  has  blest  me  with  a  friend, 

In  every  care  and  ill; 
And  oft  a  more  endearing  band, 
A  tie  more  tender  still. 
It  lightens,  it  brightens 
The  tenebrific  scene, 
To  meet  with,  and  greet  with 
My  Davie  or  my  Jean ! 

Oh  how  that  name  inspires  my  style  I 
The  words  come  skelpin',  rank  and      thronginj 
file, 
Amaist  before  I  ken  ! 
The  ready  measure  rins  as  fine 
As  Phoebus  and  the  famous  Nine 

Were  glowrin'  owre  my  pen.  stedi^ 

My  spaviet  Pegasus  will  limp, 

Till  ance  he's  fairly  het ; 
And  then  he'll  hilch,  and  stilt,  and  jimp,  hobbi* 
And  rin  an  unco  fit:  atmgoodpuM 

But  lest  then,  the  beast  then 
Should  rue  tiiis  hasty  ride, 
I'll  light  now,  and  dight  now  wtp* 

His  sweaty,  wizened  hide.  wlibmat 
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DEATH   AND  DR.   HORNBOOK: 


A  TBUE   STOBT. 


In  the  seed-time  of  1 785  —  the  date  is  from  the  poet's 
own  authority  —  Bums  attended  a  masonic  meet- 
ing at  Torbolton,  when  there  chanced  to  be  also  pres- 
ent the  schoolmaster  of  the  parish,  a  man  with  as 
powerful  a  self-esteem  as  the  poet  himself,  though  of  a 
different  kind,  or  manifested  differently.  This  per- 
sonage, John  Wilson  by  name,  to  eke  out  a  scanty 
subsistence,  as  Gilbert  tells  us, "  had  set  up  a  shop  of 
grocery  goods."  Having  accidentally  fallen  in  with  some 
medical  books,  and  become  most  hobby-horsicjdly  at- 
tached to  the  study  of  medicine,  he  had  added  the 
sale  of  a  few  medicines  to  his  little-  trade.  He  had  got 
a  shop-bill  printed,  at  the  bottom  of  wliich,  overlook- 
ing his  own  incapacity,  he  had  advertised  that  "Ad- 
vice would  be  given  in  common  disorders  at  the  shop 
gratis."  On  this  occasion  he  made  a  somewhat  too 
ostentatious  display  of  his  medical  attainments.  It  is 
said  that  Burns  and  he  had  a  dispute,  in  which  the 
poor  dominie  brought  forward  his  therapeutics  some- 
what offensively.  Be  this  as  it  may,  in  going  home 
that  night,  Burns  conceived,  and  partly  composed,  his 
poem  of  Death  and  Dr.  Hornbook:  "These  circum- 
stances," adds  Gilbert, "he  related  when  he  repeated 
the  verses  to  me  next  afternoon,  as  I  was  holding  the 
plough,  and  he  was  letting  the  water  off  the  field  be^ 
side  me." 
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This,  then,  as  far  as  we  can  see,  is,  next  to  the 
Epistle  to  Davie,  the  first  considerable  poem  by  Buma 
manifesting  anything  like  the  vigor  which  is  charac- 
teristic of  his  principal  pieces. 


Some  books  are  lies  frae  end  to  end, 
And  some  great  lies  were  never  penned : 
Ev'n  ministers  they  hae  been  kenned, 

In  holy  rapture, 
A  rousing  whid  at  times  to  vend,  flb 

And  nail't  wi'  Scripture. 

But  this  that  I  am  gaun  to  tell,  gcing 

Which  lately  on  a  night  befell, 
Is  jast  as  true's  the  deil's  in  bell, 

Or  Dublin  city : 
That  e'er  he  nearer  comes  oursel' 

'S  a  muckle  pity. 

The  clachan  yill  had  made  me  canty —  Tiiiag»»ta 

I  was  na  fou,  but  just  had  plenty  ; 

I  stachered  whyles,  but  yet  took  tent  aye  ttaovraii 

To  free  the  ditches ; 
And  hillocks,  stancs,  and  bushes  kenn'd  aye 

Frae  ghaists  and  witches. 

The  rising  moon  began  to  glow'r  ttMe 

The  distant  Cumnock  hills  out-owre: 
To  irount  her  horns,  wi'  a'  my  |x)wcr, 
I  set  mysel' ; 
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But  whether  she  had  three  or  four, 
I  could  na  tell. 

I  was  come  round  about  the  hill, 
And  todlin'  down  on  Willie's  mill,^ 
Setting  my  staff  wi'  a'  my  skill, 

To  keep  me  sicker ;  sure 

Though  leeward  whyles,  against  my  will,  sometimes 

I   took   a   bicker.  short  race 

I  there  wi'  Something  did  forgather, 

That  put  me  in  an  eerie  swither ;   dismal  hesitation 

An  awfu'  scythe,  out-owre  ae  shouther. 

Clear-dangling,  hang ; 
A  three-taed  leister  on  the  ither  fish-spear 

Lay,  large  and  lang. 

Its  statu  i-e  seemed  lang  Scotch  eUs  twa, 

The  queerest  shape  that  e'er  I  saw  ; 

For  fient  a  warae  it  had  ava;  beUy— ataii 

And  then,  its  shanks. 
They  were  as  thin,  as  sharp  and  sma', 

As  cheeks  o'  branks.* 

"  Guid  e'en,"  quo'  1  ;  "  friend,  hac  ye  been  mawin', 
When  ither  folk  are  busy  sawin'  ? " 

1  Torboltoii  Mill,  tlien  occupied  by  William  Muir,  an  inti- 
mate friend  of  tlie  Burns  family  —  from  him  it  was  called 
»ra//e's  Mill. 

-  UiuiikH  —  a  kind  of  wooden  frame,  forwiug,  with  a  rope, 
a  bridle  for  Irniildi'sonio  li-ir>ic'<  or  cows. 
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It  seemed  to  mak  a  kind  o'  stan*, 

But  naething  spak ; 
At  length  says  I :  "  Friend,  whare  ye  gaun  ? 

Will  ye  go  back?" 

It  spake  I'iglit  Lowe :  "  My  name  is  Death,  houow 
But  be  na  fley'd."     Quoth  I :  "  Guld      frightened 

faith, 
Ye're  maybe  come  to  stap  my  breath ; 

But  tent  me,  billie  —  friend 

I  red  ye  weel,  tak  care  o'  scaitb,       adriae— harm 

Sec,  there's  a  gully !  "  ciMp-knifc 

"  Guidman,"  quo'  he,  "  put  up  your  whittle, 

I'm  no  designed  to  try  its  mettle  ; 

But  if  I  did,  I  wad  be  kittle  difficult 

To  be  raislear'd  ;  * 
1  wadna  mind  it,  no  that  spittle 

Out-owre  my  beard."  - 

"Weel,  weel!"  says  I,  "a  bjirguia  be't ; 
Come,  gie's  your  hand,  and  say  we're  gree't ; 
We'll  ease  our  shanks  and  tiik  a  seat  — 
Come,  gie's  your  news ; 

1  To  be  put  out  of  my  art.  This  i«  not  the  usual  sense  ot 
tlic  word,  wliith  Huitik  hiinsuir  iiiterpri'U  in  iiis  pIo»Mry  into 
tnischiovuiis,  uniiiuniicrly;  but  tlio  smsu  of  tliu  |MU»aagc  can 
only  be  wi  undenttood. 

■•i  Hotii  in  Ihi-  Hiytho  and  in  this  fenture  of  tlio  board, whiili, 
ax  coitnetted  w  itii  a  olioli'lon,  i.t  in  plain  prxsc  a  Milecinm,  the 
p<>ft  iippua.H  lu  have  had  Iho  urdinary  ligurv  uf  rime  in  view, 
rather  than  that  u(  Death. 
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This  while  ye  hae  been  mony  a  gaet,  «»d 

At  mony  a  house."  ^ 

"  Ay,  ay  ! "  quo'  he,  and  shook  his  head, 
"  It's  e'en  a  lang  lang  time  indeed 
Sin'  I  began  to  nick  the  thread, 

And  choke  the  breath : 
Folk  maun  do  something  for  their  bread, 

And  sae  maun  Death. 

"  Sax  thousand  years  are  near  hand  fled 

Sin'  I  was  to  the  hutching  bred. 

And  mony  a  scheme  in  vain's  been  laid. 

To  stap  or  scaur  me; 
Till  ane  Hornbook's  taen  up  the  trade, 

And  faith  he'll  waur  me.    get  the  better  of 

"Ye  ken  Jock  Hornbook  i'  the  clachan,      Tillage 
Deil  mak  his  kinofs-hood  in  a  spleuchan !      tobacco- 

°  r  poach 

He's  grown  sae  weel  acquant  wi'  Buchan  * 

And  ither  chaps. 
The  weans  baud  out  their  fingers  laughin',  chfldien 

And  pouk  my  hips.  pluck 

"See,  here's  a  scythe,  and  there's  a  dart. 
They  hae  pierced  mony  a  gallant  heart; 
But  Doctor  Hornbook  wi'  his  art 
And  cursed  skill, 

*  Alluding  to  a  recent  epidemical  fever. 

*  Buchan't  Domestic  Medicine,  then  a  popular  book,  and  of 
coarse  a  readily  available  manual  for  a  village  Galen. 
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Has  made  them  baith  no  worth  a  — ; 

D — d  haet  they'll  kill.  Deyu-vbit 

"  'Twas  but  yestreen,  nae  further  gaen, 

I  threw  a  noble  throw  at  ane ; 

Wi'  less,  I'm  sure,  I've  hundreds  slain ; 

But  deil-ma-care. 
It  just  played  dirl  *  on  the  bane, 

But  did  nae  mair. 

"  Hornbook  was  by  wi'  ready  art. 
And  had  sae  fortified  the  part, 
That  when  I  looked  to  my  dart. 

It  was  sae  blunt, 
Fient  haet  o't  wad  hae  pierced  the  heart 

O'   a   kail-runt.  oabbag»-root 

"I  drew  my  scythe  in  sic  a  fury, 

I  near  hand  cowpit  wi'  my  hurry,        tumbled  ©»« 

But  yet  the  bauld  apothecary 

Withstood  the  shock  ; 
I  might  as  weel  hae  tried  a  quarry 

O'  hard  whin  rock. 

•*  Even  them  he  canna  get  attended. 
Although  their  face  he  ne'er  had  kenned  it, 
Just  —  in  a  kail-bladc  and  send  it^ 

As  Boon's  he  smells't, 
Baith  thoir  disease  and  what  will  mend  it 

At  once  he  tells't. 

1  A  short  tremulous  strok*. 
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"  And  then  a'  doctor's  saws  and  whittles, 
Of  a'  dimensions,  shapes,  and  metals, 
A'  kinds  o'  boxes,  mugs,  and  bottles, 

He's  sure  to  hae ; 
Their  Latin  names  as  fast  he  rattles 

As  A  B  C. 

"  Calces  o'  fossils,  earths,  and  trees ; 

True  sal-marinum  o'  the  seas ;  ; 

The  farina  of  beans  and  peas, 

He  has't  in  plenty; 
Aqua-fontis,  what  you  please. 

He  can  content  ye. 

"  Forbye  some  new,  uncommon  weapons,    Beddae 

Urinus  spiritus  of  capons, 

Or  mite-horn  shavings,  filings,  scrapings, 

Distilled  "per  se, 
Sal-alkali  o'  midge-tail  chppings. 

And  mony  mae." 

"Wae's  me  for  Johnny  Ged's  Hole*  now," 

Quo'  I ;  "if  that  thae  news  be  true. 

His   braw  calf-ward  ^  where  gowans  grew,  daisies 

Sae  white  and  bonny, 
Nae  doubt  they'll  rive  it  wi'  the  pleugh ; 

They'll  ruin  Johnny !  " 

1  The  parish  gravedigger. 

•  The  churchyard,  which  had  occasionally  been  naed  as  ao 
enclosure  for  calves. 
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The  creature  grained  an  eldritch  laugh,  unearuuj 
And  says:  "Ye  need  na  yoke  the  pleugh, 
Kirkyards  will  soon  be  tilled  eneugh, 

Tak  ye  nae  fear: 
They'll  a'  be  trenched  wi'  mony  a  sheugh,  furrow 

In  twa-three  year. 

"  Whare  I  killed  ane  a  fair  strae  death, 
By  loss  o'  blood  or  want  o'  breath, 
This  night,  I'm  free  to  tak  my  aith, 

That  Hornbook's  skill 
Has  clad  a  score  i'  their  last  claith, 

By  drap  and  pill. 

"An  honest  wabster  to  his  trade, 

Whase  wife's  twa  nieves  were  scarce  weel-bred 

Gat  tippence-worth  to  mend  her  head,  [««ti 

"When  it  was  sair ; 
The  wife  slade  cannie  to  her  bed,  genUy 

But  ne'er  spak  mair. 

"A  bonny  lass,  ye  ken  her  name. 

Some  ill-brewn  drink  had  hoved  her  wame; 

She  trusts  hcrsel',  to  hide  the  shame, 

To  Hornbook's  care; 
Horn  sent  her  off  to  her  lang  hame. 

To  hide  it  there. 

"A  country  laird  had  taen  the  batts,  boMv 

Or  some  curmurring  in  his  guts; 
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His  only  son  for  Hornbook  sets, 

And  pays  him  well  — 
The  lad,  for  twa  guid  gimmer-pets,        young  cwm 

Was  laird  himsel', 

"That's just  a  swatch  o'  Hornbook's  way;  sample 
Thus  goes  he  on  from  day  to  day, 
Thus  does  he  poison,  kill,  and  slay, 

An's  weel  paid  for't ; 
Yet  stops  me  o*  my  lawfu'  prey 

Wi'  his  d— d  dirt. 

"  But  hark !  I'll  teU  you  of  a  plot, 
Though  dinna  ye  be  speaking  o't ; 
I'll  nail  the  self^jonceited  sot 

As  dead's  a  herrin' : 
Niest  time  we  meet,  I'll  wad  a  groat,  wager 

He  gets  his  fairin' ! " 

But  just  as  he  began  to  tell. 

The  auld  kirk-hammer  strak  the  bell. 

Some  wee  short  hour  ayont  the  twal, 

Which  raised  us  baith : 
I  took  the  way  that  pleased  mysel', 

And  sae  did  Death.^ 


1  The  publication  of  this  poem  was  of  course  discomforting 
to  the  poor  schoolmaster,  though  he  is  said  to  have  been  in 
reality  a  respectable  man  in  his  legitimate  capacity  and  even 
useful  as  a  dispenser  of  medicines  in  a  village  which  had  then 
Qo  medical  practitioner  within  four  miles. 
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EPISTLE  TO  J.  LAPRAIK, 

AN   OLD   SCOTTISH  BARD. 

April  1, 1785. 

Early  in  this  year,  on  Fasten's  e'en  (Anglice, 
Shrovetide),  there  was  a  rocking  at  Mossgiel.  Gil- 
bert explains  this  term :  —  'It  is  derived  from  those 
primitive  times  when  the  country-women  employed 
their  spare  hours  in  spinning  on  a  rock  or  distaff. 
This  simple  instrument  is  a  very  portable  one,  and 
well  fitted  to  the  social  inclination  of  meeting  in  a 
neighbor's  house ;  hence  the  phrase  of  going  a-rock- 
ing,  or  with  the  rock.  As  the  connection  the  phrase 
had  with  the  implement  was  forgotten  when  the  rock 
gave  place  to  the  spinning-wheel,  the  phrase  came  to 
be  used  by  both  sexes  on  social  occasions,  and  men 
talk  of  going  with  their  rocks  as  well  as  women.* 
There  was  then  a  simple  frugal  social  meeting  at 
Mossgiel,  when,  among  other  entertainments,  each  did 
his  or  her  best  at  singing.  One  sang  a  pleasing 
specimen  of  the  rustic  lore  of  Ayrshire,  understood 
to  be  the  composition  of  a  person  now  in  advanced 
years,  named  Lapraik,  residing  at  Muirkirk: 

"  When  I  upon  tliy  bosom  lean. 

Enraptured  I  do  call  thee  mine, 
I  glory  in  those  sacred  ties, 

That  made  ua  ane  wba  ance  were  twain.*' 

>  The  verses  which  paaacd  for  Lapraik's  were  in  realitj 
'lenved,  witli  8ii);ht  alterations,  fVom  a  poem  in  the  WetJtty 
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Burns  was  so  much  pleased  with  the  ditty,  that  he 
soon  after  sent  a  versified  epistle  to  the  supposed  au- 
thor. 

While  briers  and  woodbines  budding  green, 
And  paitricks  scraichin'  loud  at  e'en,       partridges 
And  morning  poussie  whiddin  seen,     hare  scudding 

Inspire  my  Muse, 
This  freedom  in  an  unknown  frien' 

I  pray  excuse. 

On  Fasten-e'en  we  had  a  rockin', 

To  ca'  the  crack  and  weave  our  stockin' ;     ehat 

And  there  was  muckle  fun  and  jokin', 

Ye  need  na  doubt ; 
At  length  we  had  a  hearty  yokin' 

At  sang  about. 

There  was  ae  sang,  amang  the  rest, 
Aboon  them  a'  it  pleased  me  best. 
That  some  kind  husband  had  addrest 

To  some  sweet  wife : 
It  thirled  the  heart-strings  through  the  breast, 

A'  to  the  life.  [UuiiM 

I've  scarce  heard  ought  described  sae  weel, 
What  generous  manly  bosoms  feel; 

JUagaztne,  Oct.  14, 1773,  entitled  Lines  addressed  by  a  Ilut- 
band  to  his  Wife  after  being  six  Years  married,  and  sharing  a 
great  Variety  of  Fortune  together. 
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Thought  I,  "  Can  this  be  Pope,  or  Steele, 

Or  Beattie's  wark?" 
They  tauld  me  'twas  an  odd  kind  chiel 

About  Muirkirk. 

It  pat  me  fidgin-fain  to  hear't,  excitedly  eagw 

And  sae  about  him  there  I  spier't,  inquired 

Then  a*  that  kent  him  round  declared 

He  had  ingine,  geniuj 

That  nane  excelled  it,  few  cam  near't, 

It  was  sae  fine. 

That,  set  him  to  a  pint  of  ale. 

And  either  douce  or  merry  tale,  gT»T» 

Or  rhymes  and  sangs  he'd  made  himsel', 

Or  witty  catches, 
'Tween  Inverness  and  Teviotdale, 

He  had  few  matches. 

Then  up  I  gat,  and  swore  an  aith, 
Though  I  should  pawn  my  pleugh  aud 

gniith,  hameM 

Or  die  a  cadger  pownie's  death  pMidiat 

At  some  dyko  back, 
A  pint  and  gill  I'd  gie  them  baith 

To  hear  your  crack.  «» 

But,  first  and  foremost,  I  should  tell, 
Amaist  as  soon  as  I  could  spell, 
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I  to  the  crambo-jingle  fell, 

Though  rude  and  rough, 

Yet  crooning  to  a  body's  sell,  humming 

Does  >veel  eneugh. 

I  am  nae  poet,  in  a  sense, 

But  just  a  rhymer,  like,  by  chance, 

And  hae  to  learning  nae  pretence, 

Yet,  what  the  matter ! 
Whene'er  my  Muse  does  on  me  glance, 

I  jingle  at  her. 

Your  critic  folk  may  cock  their  nose. 
And  say  :  "  How  can  you  e'er  propose. 
You,  wha  ken  hardly  verse  frae  prose. 

To  mak  a  sang  ?  " 
But,  by  your  leaves,  my  learned  foes, 

Ye're  maybe  wrang. 

What's  a'  your  jargon  o'  your  schools. 
Your  Latin  names  for  horns  and  stools  ? 
If  honest  Nature  made  you  fook, 

What  sairs  your  grammars? 
Ye'd  better  taen  up  spades  and  shools, 

Or  knappin-hammers.        gtono-hammen 

A  set  o'  dull  conceited  hashes, 
Confuse  their  brains  in  college-cla-^ses ! 
They  gang  in  stirks,  and  conie  out  asses,  buUockj. 
Plain  truth  to  speak  ; 


78  EPISTLE    TO    LA.PRAIK.  [1785. 

And  syne  they  think  to  climb  Parnassus 
By  dint  o'  Greek ! 

Gie  me  ae  spark  o'  Nature's  fire ! 

That's  a'  the  learning  I  desire ; 

Then  though  I  drudge  through  dub  and  mire 

At  pleugh  or  cart,  [puddto 

My  Muse,  though  hamely  in  attire, 

May  touch  the  heart, 

Oh  for  a  spunk  o'  Allan's  glee,  ■park 

Or  Fergusson's,  the  bauld  and  slee, 
Or  bright  Lapraik's,  my  friend  to  be, 

If  I  can  hit  it ! 
That  would  be  lear  eneugh  for  me. 

If  I  could  get  it! 

Now,  sir,  if  ye  hae  friends  enow, 
Though  real  friends  I  b'lieve  are  few, 
Yet,  if  your  catalogue  be  fou, 

I'se  no  insist. 
But  gif  ye  want  ae  friend  that's  true, 

I'm  on  your  list. 


I  winna  blaw  al)()ut  niysel* ; 

As  ill  I  like  my  fauts  to  tell ; 

liut  friends  and  folk  that  wish  me  well, 

They  somelimej*  roose  me;         pnu* 
Though   I  maun  own,  as  nionit-  >lill 

An  far  uhu^e  nic. 
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But  Mauchline  race,^  or  IVIauchline  fair, 
I  should  be  proud  to  meet  you  there ; 
We'se  gie  ae  night's  discharge  to  Care, 

If  we  forgather, 
And  hae  a  swap  o'  rhymin'-ware 

Wi'  ane  anither. 

The  four-gill  chap,  we'se  gar  him  clatter,     maka 
And  kirsen  him  wi'  reekin'  water;  christen 

Syne  we'll  sit  down  and  tak  our  whitter,^ 

To  cheer  our  heart ; 
And,  faith,  we'se  be  acquainted  better 

Before  we  part. 

Awa'  ye  selfish  warly  race, 

Wha  think  that  bavins,  sense,  and  grace,  manners 

Even  love  and  friendship  should  give  place 

To  catch  the  plack !  doit 

I  dinna  like  to  see  your  face. 

Nor  hear  your  crack.  convensttea 

But  ye  whom  social  pleasure  charms. 
Whose  hearts  the  tide  of  kindness  warms. 
Who  hold  your  being  on  the  terms, 

"  Each  aid  the  others," 
Gjme  to  my  bowl,  come  to  my  arms, 

My  friends,  my  brothers  ! 

^  This  was  celebrated  od  the  road  adjoining  to  Bums's  fium 
of  Mnssgiel. 
2  A  hearty  draught  of  liquor. 
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But,  to  conclude  my  lang  epistle, 

As  my  auld  pen's  worn  to  the  grisale  ; 

Twa  lines  frae  you  wad  gar  me  fissle,  fldget 

Who  am,  most  fervent, 
While  I  can  either  sing  or  wiiissle. 

Your  friend  and  servant. 
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Lapraik  was  not  slow  to  apprehend  the  value  of  the 
oQcrcd  correspondence.  He  sent  an  answer  by  the 
hands  of  his  son.  —  Without  long  delay,  the  poet  re- 
plied. 

.<li>rt/21,1786. 

While  new-ca'd  kye  rowte  at  the  stake,  i..* 
And  pownies  reek  in  pleugh  or  bniik,*  Binok* 
This  hour  on  e'enin's  edge  I  take, 

To  own  I'm  debtor, 
To  honest-hearted  auld  Lapraik, 

For  his  kind  letter. 

Forjeskit  sair,  wi'  weary  legs,  J«d«d 

Rattlin'  the  corn  out-owre  the  rigs, 
Or  dealing  through  amnng  the  naigs 
Their  ten  hours'  bite, 

1  "  Uniik,  a  kind  of  liiirmw."'  —  /inriin'ii  <iln*»ary.  More 
prei'i(i(.'ly,  a  lu-flvy  liurmw;  n  liurmw  loinii'd  with  n  log.  It  u 
•u  iiiiplciiicul  iiiuili  UHiU  ill  Ayr  atiil  Ivculhiw  »hir««. 
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My  awkwart  Muse  sair  pleads  and  begs 
I  would  na  write. 

The  tapetless  ramfeezl'd  hizzie,    heedless— orergpent 
She's  saft  at  best,  and  something  lazy, 
Quo'  she :  "  Ye  ken,  we've  been  sae  busy 

This  month  and  mair, 
That  trouth,  my  head  is  grown  right  dizzie, 

And  something  sair." 

Her  dowff  excuses  pat  me  mad :  stapW 

**  Conscience,"  says  I,  "  ye  thowless  jad  !      feeWe 
I'll  write,  and  that  a  hearty  blaud,  effaston 

This  very  night ; 
Sae  dinna  ye  affront  your  trade. 

But  rhyme  it  right. 

"  Shall  bauld  Lapraik,  the  king  o'  hearts, 
Though  mankind  were  a  pack  o'  cartes, 
Roose  you  sae  weel  for  your  deserts,  PrmiM 

In  terms  sae  friendly. 
Yet  yell  neglect  to  shaw  your  parts. 

And  thank  him  kindly  ?  " 

Sae  I  gat  paper  in  a  blink, 

And  down  gaed  stumpie  in  the  ink  : 

Quoth  I :  "  Before  I  sleep  a  wink, 

I  vow  I'll  close  it ; 
And  if  ye  winna  mak  it  clink, 

By  Jove  I'll  prose  it!" 

VOL.  I.  6 
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Sae  I've  begun  to  scrawl,  but  whether 
In  rhyme,  or  prose,  or  baith  thegither, 
Or  some  hotch-potch  that's  rightly  neither, 

Let  time  mak  proof? 
But  I  shall  scribble  down  some  blether,  nonsenae 

Just  clean  aflP-loof.  offJiand 

My  worthy  friend,  ne'er  grudge  and  carp, 
Though  fortune  use  you  hard  and  sharp ; 
Come,  kittle  up  your  moorland  harp  aoUe 

Wi'  gleesorae  touch  ; 
Ne'er  mind  how  Fortune  waft  and  warp  — 

She's  but  a  b — h ! 


She's  gien  me  monie  a  jirt  and  fleg, 
Sin*  I  could  striddle  owre  a  rig ; 
But,  by  the  L — ,  though  I  should  beg 

Wi'  lyart  pow, 
I'll  laugh,  and  sing,  and  shake  my  leg, 

As  lang's  I  dow  ! 


Jaric— Uek 


W 


Now  comes  the  sax-and-twentieth  simmer, 
I've  seen  the  bud  u\k>'  the  timmer, 
Still  persecuted  by  the  limmer, 

Frae  year  to  year; 
But  yet,  despite  the  kittle  kimmer,     »kittiah  weneh 

I,  Rob,  am  here. 


Do  ye  envy  the  city  gent, 
B«hiut  a  kiiit  to  lie  and  sklent, 


obMt  — dM«iW 
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Or  purse-proud,  big  wi'  cent,  per  cent. 

And  muckle  wame, 
In  some  bit  brugh  to  represent  burgh 

A  bailie's  name  ? 

Or  is't  the  paughty,  feudal  thane,  haughtj 

Wi'  ruflfl^ed  sark  and  glancing  cane,  ehirt 

Wha  thinks  himsel*  nae  sheep-shank  bane, 

But  lordly  stalks, 
While  caps  and  bonnets  aff  are  taen, 

As  by  he  walks? 

Oh  Thou  wha  gies  us  each  guid  gift! 
Gie  me  o'  wit  and  sense  a  lift. 
Then  turn  me,  if  Thou  please,  adrift. 

Through  Scotland  wide; 
Wi*  cits  nor  lairds  I  wadna  shift, 

In  a'  their  pride ! 

Were  this  the  charter  of  our  state, 
"On  pain  o'  hell  be  rich  and  great," 
Damnation  then  would  be  our  fate. 

Beyond  reraead ; 
But,  thanks  to  Heaven,  that's  no  the  gaet     w»y 

We  learn  our  creed. 

For  thus  the  royal  mandate  ran. 
When  first  the  human  race  began  — 
'*The  social,  friendly,  honest  man. 
Whate'er  he  be, 
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*Tis  he  fulfils  great  Nature's  plan, 
And  none  but  he !  " 


Oh  mandate  glorious  and  divine ! 
The  followers  o'  the  ragged  Nine, 
Poor  thoughtless  devils !  yet  may  shine 

In  glorious  light, 
While  sordid  sons  o'  Mammon's  line 

Are  dark  as  night. 

Though    here    they    scrape,    and    squeeze,    and 

growl. 
Their  worthless  nievefu'  of  a  soul  b*ndtol 

May  in  some  future  carcass  howl, 

The  forest's  fright; 
Or  in  some  day-detestin'  owl 

May  shun  the  light. 

Then  may  Lapraik  and  Burns  arise, 
To  reach  their  native  kindred  skies, 
And  sing  their  pleasures,  ho[)es,  and  joys, 

In  some  mild  sphere, 
Still  closer  knit  in  friendship's  ties, 

Each  passing  year  I 
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EPISTLE    TO    JOHN    GOUDIE    OF 
KILMARNOCK, 

ON  THE   PUBLICATION    OF   HIS    ESSAYS. 

The  west  of  Scotland  was  at  this  time,  theolog- 
ically, in  a  very  different  state  from  what  it  was  a  cen- 
tury before,  when  it  gave  so  many  martjTs  to  the  stern- 
est principles  of  Presbyterianism.  There  was,  indeed, 
all  over  Scotland  a  reaction  in  the  eighteenth  century 
from  the  fervor  of  the  seventeenth.  It  was  generally 
believed,  and  there  now  can  be  little  doubt  of  the 
fact,  that  an  Amiinianism,  verging  towards  the  dog- 
mas of  Socinus,  had  taken  possession  of  many  pulpits. 
The  work  of  John  Taylor  of  Norwich,  entitled  the 
Scripture  Dortrine  of  Original  Sin,  had  been  exten- 
sively read  in  Ayrshire  among  the  clei^y  as  well  as 
laity,  and  given  rise  to  a  pretty  definite  form  of  ra- 
tionalism, which  was  recognized  by  the  cant  term  of 
the  New  Light.  As  usual,  minds  of  an  active  and 
restless  character,  especially  when  accompanied  by 
philanthropic  dispositions,  had  embraced  this  New 
Light,  while  the  mass  of  the  vulgar,  and  a  section  of 
the  clergy,  remained  steadfast  under  the  faith  as  it 
had  been  among  their  fathers.  These  wei-e  called  '  tho 
Whigs,'  as  representing  the  ancient  religious  party  of 
that  name,  or  were  spoken  of  as  adherents  of  the 
Auld  Light.  It  affords  a  striking  idea  of  the  length 
which  the  new  doctrines  hafl  gone,  that  a  busy-brained 
old  tradesman  in  Kiltn-iniock,  by  name  John  (roldie. 
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or  Goudie,  published  a  book  freely  discussing  the  au- 
thority of  the  Scriptures,  first  in  1 780,  and  in  a  new 
edition  in  1785,  without  incurring  an  inconTenient 
degree  of  public  odium. 

It  is  stated  by  Dr.  Currie  that  William  Bumcss 
had  composed  a  little  manual  of  religious  belief  foi 
the  use  of  his  children,  "  in  which  the  benevolence 
of  his  heart  seems  to  have  led  him  to  soften  the 
rigid  Calvinism  of  the  Scottish  Church  into  something 
approaching  to  Arminianism."  He  was,  in  short, 
tinctured  with  the  New  Light,  though  modesty  and 
prudence  induced  him  to  say  very  little  on  the  subject. 
The  poet,  besides  deriving  a  tendency  that  way  from 
his  father,  had  conversed  with  men  of  still  more  de- 
cided views  at  Irvine.  While  probably  retaining,  or 
thinking  he  retained,  a  hold  of  the  main  doctrines  of 
Christianity,  his  vigorous  and  benevolent  mind,  and, 
as  he  has  himself  confessed,  "  a  desire  of  shining  in 
conversation-parties "  —  possibly,  besides  all  this,  an 
enjoyment  in  saying  things  calculated  to  startle  com- 
mon minds  —  led  him  into  a  by  no  means  subdued 
demonstration  of  New-Light  principles.  It  would  be 
difficult  to  say  how  much  of  his  hoterodo.xy  was  un- 
real, how  much  only  temporary,  —  a  passing  gust  of 
opinion,  —  but  certainly  he  appeared  to  some  at  this 
time  as  entirely  Socinian.l  He  seems  to  have  be- 
lieved that  the  religious  mind  of  the  country  was 
undergoing  a   revolution    which   must   result   in    the 

1  He  himself,  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Candlish,  March  1787,  itpeaka 

of  hif»  having,  "  in  the  pride  of  dcspisinfr  old  women's  iitorion, 
vpntiired  in  '  llu'  <lariiig  pntli  Spin<>za  trod;  "  l)ut,  he  aililn, 
"  cxppricih-o  of  till'  wcakni'HM,  not  the  otronjftli,  of  huDiAii 
powcrH,  Mindc  mc  gind  to  gnvp  itt  revealed  rcligiuu." 
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ibandonment  of  Calvinism.  Such  is  the  spirit  of  a 
jhort  epistle  in  rhyme  to  Groudie  on  tlie  publication  of 
the  second  edition  of  his  Essays. 

Oh,  GrOudie  !    terror  of  the  Whigs, 
Dread  of  black  coats  and  reverend  wigs, 
Sour  Bigotry,  on  her  last  legs, 

Girnin',  looks  back,  Grinning 

Wishin'  the  ten  Egyptian  plagues 

Wad  seize  you  quick. 

Poor  gapin',  glowrin'  Superstition, 

Wae's  me  !   she's  in  a  sad  condition  ; 

Fie !   bring  Black  Jock,  her  state-physician, 

To  see  her  water. 
Alas !   there's  ground  o'  great  suspicion 

She'll  ne'er  get  better. 

Auld  Orthodoxy  lang  did  grapple, 

But  now  she's  got  an  unco  ripple ;  shake 

Haste,  gie  her  nanoe  up  i'  the  chapel,* 

Nigh  unto  death  ; 
See,  how  «he  fetches  at  the  thrapple,        windpipe 

And  gasps  for  breath. 

Enthusiasm's  past  redemption, 

Grane  in  a  galloping  consumption. 

Not  a'  the  quacks,  wi'  a'  their  gumption,     cierernea 

^  That  is,  give  in  her  name  at  charcli,  to  be  prayed  for. 
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Will  ever  mend  her. 
Her  feeble  pulse  gies  strong  presumption 
Death  soon  will  end  her. 

'Tis  you  and  Taylor  are  the  chief 
Wha  are  to  blame  for  this  mischief, 
But  gin  the  L — 's  ain  fouk  gat  leave, 

A  toom   tar-barrel  empty 

And  twa  red  peats  wad  send  relief, 

And  end  the  quarreL 


THE  TWA  HERDS;  OR,  THE  HOLY 
TULZIE.1 

The  person  called  Black  Jock  in  the  preceding 
Epistle  was  the  Rev.  John  Russell,  one  of  the  ministers 
of  the  town  where  Goudie  resided.  He  was  a  huge, 
dark-complexioned,  stern-looking  man,  of  tremendous 
energy  in  the  pulpit,  of  harsh  and  unloving  nature,  and 
a  powerful  defender  of  the  strongholds  of  Calvinism. 
There  was  much  room  for  his  zeal  in  Kilmarnock,  for  so 
long  ago  as  1 764,  a  New-Light  clergyman  named  Lind- 
say had  been  introduced  there,  and  had  of  course  given 
a  certain  amount  of  currency  to  what  Burns  called 
common-sense  (that  is,  rationalistic)  views.  There  was 
another  zealous  partisan  of  Uie  Auld  Light  —  a  Mr. 
Alexander  Moodie  —  in  the  adjacent  parish  of  lUo* 

1  Braw 
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carton,  and  it  was  of  course  most  desirable  for  two 
such  champions  in  such  circumstances  to  remain  unit- 
ed. It  so  happened,  however,  that  a  dryness  arose 
between  them.  The  countrj-  story  is,  that  as  they 
were  riding  home  one  evening  from  Ayr,  Moodle,  in 
a  sportive  frame  of  mind,  amused  himself  by  tickling 
the  rear  of  his  neighbor's  horse.  The  animal  per- 
formed certain  antics  along  the  road,  much  to  the 
amusement  of  the  passing  waj-farers,  but  greatly  to 
the  discomfiture  of  its  rider,  who,  afterwards  learning 
the  trick,  could  not  forgive  Moodie  for  it.  Afterwards, 
a  question  of  parochial  boundaries  arose  between 
them  —  it  came  before  the  presbytery  for  determina- 
tion. "  There  in  the  open  court,"  says  Mr.  Lockhart, 
"  to  which  the  announcement  of  the  discussion  had 
drawn  a  multitude  of  the  country-people,  and  Burns 
among  the  rest,  the  reverend  divines,  hitherto  sworn 
friends  and  eissociates,  lost  all  command  of  temper, 
and  abused  each  other  coram  populo,  with  a  fiery  vir- 
ulence of  personal  invective  such  as  has  long  been 
banished  from  all  popular  assemblies,  wherein  the  laws 
of  courtesy  are  enforced  by  those  of  a  certain  unwrit- 
ten code."  This  was  too  much  temptation  for  the  pro- 
fane wit  of  Bums.  He  lost  no  time  in  putting  the 
affair  into  the  following  allegorical  shape. 

Oh  a'  ye  pious  godly  flocks, 
Weel  fed  on  pastures  orthodox, 
Wha  now  will  keep  ye  frae  the  fox, 

Or  worrying  tykes,  dogs 

Or   wha  will   tent  the   waifs   and  atraggiew 

crocks,  old  ewc8 

About  the   dikes?  •ncloennwmUs 
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The  twa  best  herds  in  a'  the  wast, 
That  e'er  gae  Gospel-horn  a  blast, 
These  five-and-twenty  simmers  past, 

Oh  dool  to  tell, 
Hae  had  a  bitter  black  outcast  quami 

Atween  themsel'. 

Oh,  Moodie,  man,  and  wordy  Russell, 
How  could  you  raise  so  vile  a  bustle  I 
Ye'U  see  how  New-Light  herds  will  whistle, 

And  think  it  fine  : 
The  L — *s  cause  ne'er  got  sic  a  twistle 

Sin'  I  hae  rain'. 

Oh,  sirs  I   whae'er  wad  hae  expeckit, 

Your  duty  ye  wad  sae  negleckit, 

Ye  wha  were  ne'er  by  lairds  respeckit, 

To  wear  the  plaid, 
But  by  the  brutes  themselves  eleckit, 

To  be  their  guide. 

"What  flock  wi'  Moodie's  flock  could  rank, 

Sae  hale  and  hearty  every  shank  ! 

Nae  poisoned  sour  Arminian   stank       •tending  poot 

He  let  them  taste, 
Frae  Calvin's  well,  aye  clear,  they  drank  — 

Oh  sic  a  feast  I 


The  thummart,  wir-<«t,  brock,  and  poi«-o»t— i 

tod,  fc» 

Weel  kenn'd  his  ^oice  through  a'  the  wood. 
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He  smelt  their  ilka  hole  and  road, 

Baith  out  and  in, 
And  weel  he  liked  to  shed  their  blaid, 

And  sell  their  skin. 

What  herd  like  Russell  telled  his  tale, 

His  voice  was  heard  through  muir  and  dale,* 

He  kenn'd  the  L — 's  sheep,  ilka  tail, 

O'er  a'  the  height, 
And  saw  gin  they  were  sick  or  hale, 

At  the  first  sight. 

He  fine  a  mangy  sheep  could  scrub. 

Or  nobly  fling  the  Gospel  club. 

And  New-Light  herds  could  nicely  drub. 

Or  pay  their  skin ; 
Could  shake  them  o'er  the  burning  dub,        pool 

Or  heave  them  in. 

Sic  twa  —  oh,  do  I  live  to  see't. 
Sic  famous  twa  should  disagreet. 
And  names  like  villain,  hypocrite. 

Ilk  ither  gi'en, 
While  New-Light  herds,  wi'  laughin'  spite. 

Say  neither's  liein* ! 

1  There  was  a  literal  truth  in  this  line,  for  a  person  who 
BOiretimes  attended  Russell's  prelections  affirmed,  that  in  a 
fa?  vralile  state  of  the  atmosphere,  his  voice,  when  he  was 
he  ling  forth  in  the  open  ait  at  sacraments,  might  be  hearj 
a'    he  distance  of  upwards  of  a  mile. 
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A'  ye  wha  tent  the  Gospel  fauld, 

There's  Duncan,*  deep,  and  Peebles,'  shaul, 

But  chiefly  thou,  apostle  Auld,'  [shaiio* 

We  trust  in  thee, 
That  thou  wilt  work  them,  het  and  cauld, 

Till  they  agree. 

Consider,  sirs,  how  we're  beset ; 
There's  scarce  a  new  herd  that  we  get. 
But  comes  frae  'mang  that  cursed  set 

I  wmna  name ; 
I  hope  frae  heaven  to  see  them  yet 

In  fiery  flame. 

Dalrymple*  has  been  lang  our  fae, 
M'GilH  has  wrought  us  mcikle  wae, 
And  that  cursed  rascal  ca'd  M'Quhae,' 
And  baith  the  Shaws,^ 


1  Dr.  Robert.  Duncan,  minister  of  Dundonald. 
3  Rev.  William  recblca,  of  Newton-upon-Ayr.    See  notM 
to  Holy  Fair  and  Kirk's  AUirm. 
*  Rev.  William  Auld,  minister  of  Maucbline. 

<  Rev.  Dr.  DalnMnjjlo,  one  of  the  ministers  of  Ayr.  He 
died  in  1814,  having  tilled  his  charf^  for  the  uncommon 
pcrio<l  of  sixty-cifjht  years.     He  had  hnptixed  Bums. 

'  Kev.  William  M'Ciill,  one  of  the  ministers  of  Ayr,  col- 
league of  Dr.  Dnirymplo.     See  note  to  Kirk's  Alnrm. 

<  Minister  of  St.  Quivox,  an  enlightened  man,  and  elegant 
preactier. 

1  Dr.  Andrew  Shaw  of  Craigie,  and  Dr.  David  Shaw  of 
Coylton.  Dr.  Andrew  was  a  man  of  excellent  abilities,  but 
extrcmelv  diflident  — a  fine  speaker,  and  an  accoinplishe<' 
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That  aft  hae  made  us  black  and  blae, 
Wi'  vengefu'  paws. 

Auld  Wodrow  *  lang  has  hatched  mischief. 
We  thought  aye  death  wad  bring  relief, 
But  he  has  gotten,  to  our  grief, 

Ane  to  succeed  him, 
A  chield  wha'U  soundly  buff  our  beef; 

I  meikle  dread  him. 

And  monie  a  ane  that  I  could  tell, 

Wha  fain  would  openly  rebel, 

Forby  tum-coats  amang  oursel*;  beddet 

There's  Smith  for  ane,^ 
1  doubt  he's  but  a  gray-nick  quill, 

And  that  ye'll  fin'. 


scholar.  Dr.  David,  in  personal  respects,  was  a  prodigy.  lie 
was  ninety-one  years  of  age  before  he  required  an  assistant. 
At  that  period  of  life  he  read  without  the  use  of  glasses,  wrote 
a  neat  small  hand,  and  had  not  a  furrow  in  his  cheek  or  a 
wrinkle  in  his  brow.  He  was  Moderator  of  the  General  As- 
sembly in  1775.  This  amiable  man  died  April  26,  1810,  in 
the  ninety  .second  year  of  his  age,  and  sixty-first  of  his  min- 
istrj'. 

1  There  were  three  brothers  of  this  name,  descended  from 
the  church  historian,  and  all  ministers  —  one  at  Eastwood, 
their  ancestor's  charge;  the  second  at  Stevenston;  and  the 
third.  Dr.  Peter  Wodrow,  at  Torbolton.  Dr.  Peter  is  the 
person  named  in  the  poem.  The  assistant  and  successor 
mentioned  in  the  verse  was  M'Math,  elsewhere  alluded  to. 

^  Rev.  Mr.  Smith,  minister  of  Galston.  He  is  one  of  the 
tent-preachers  in  the  Bdy  Fair. 
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Ob  a'  ye  flocks  o'er  a'  the  hills, 

By  mosses,  meadows,  moors,  and  fells, 

Come,  join  your  counsel  and  your  skills 

To  cowe  the  lairds, 
And  get  the  brutes  the  powers  themsela 

To  choose  their  herds. 

Then  Orthodoxy  yet  may  prance. 

And  Learning  in  a  woody  dance,  halter 

And  that  fell  cur  ca'd  Common  Sense, 

That  bites  sae  sair. 
Be  banished  o'er  the  sea  to  France: 

Let  him  bark  there. 

Then  Shaw's  and  D'rymple's  eloquence, 
M'Gill's  close  nervous  excellence, 
M'Quhae's  pathetic  manly  sense, 

And  guid  M'Math, 
Wi'  Smith,  wha  through  the  heart  can  glance, 

May  a'  pack  aff.* 

1  In  the  three  laat  verses,  the  poet  glances  satirirally  at  the 
demands  made  by  the  Old-l.ight  party  to  obtain  for  cungre* 
gations  the  right  of  choosing  their  own  ministers,  as  opposite 
to  tlie  plan  of  their  appointment  by  patrons,  which  had  been 
reigning  for  several  ages.  The  anti-patronag6  cause  was 
almost  identified  with  that  of  the  Old  Light,  tod  for  this 
teason  Bums  had  no  sympathies  with  it. 
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TO  WILLIAM   S[IMPSON], 

OCHILTREB. 

The  poet  tells  us  that  the  Twa  Herds  was  the  first 
of  his  poetic  offspring  which  saw  the  light  The  date 
of  this  event  appears  to  be  April  1785,  the  era  of 
the  letters  to  Lapraik,  and  probably  verj-  little  after 
that  of  Hornbook.  One  Patrick  Simpson  carried 
a  copy  of  the  poem  to  his  home  in  Ochiltree  parish, 
a  few  miles  south  of  Mauchline.  By  Patrick  it  was 
communicated  to  his  brother,  William  Simpson,  the 
parish  schoolmaster,  —  and  a  rhymer,  —  who  was  im- 
mediately prompted  to  address  a  versified  epistle  to 
Bums,  having  probably  heard  the  satire  attributed  to 
him.  This  was  quickly  answered  by  Bums  in  a  beau- 
tiful poem,  expressive  of  his  intense  love  of  nature 
and  of  country ;  to  which,  moreover,  was  appended 
a  clever  allegorical  description  of  the  heresy  which  he 
had  adopted.  In  the  expression,  'Oar  herds,'  and  the 
"whole  strain  of  this  allegory,  the  reader  will  now  see 
a  connection  of  circumstances  leading  on  from  the 
Holy  TuLde,  and  confirming  the  present  narration. 

May,  1785. 
1  GAT  your  letter,  winsome  Willie ; 
Wi*  gratefu'  heart  I  thank  you  brawly;    heartily 
Though  I  maun  say't,  I  wad  be  silly. 

And  unco  vain, 
Should  I  believe,  my  coaxin'  billie,  friiow 

Your  flatterin'  strain. 


96  EPISTLE    TO    SIMPSON.  [1785 

But  I'se  believe  ye  kindly  meant  it, 

I  sud  be  laith  to  think  ye  hinted 

Ironic  satire,  sidelins  sklented  obUqueiy  directed 

On  my  poor  Musie ; 
Though  in  sic  phrasin'  terms  ye've  cajoling 

penned  it, 

I  scarce  excuse  ye. 

My  senses  wad  be  in  a  creel,*  buket 

Should  I  but  dare  a  hope  to  speel  oximb 

Wi'  Allan  2  or  wi'  Gilbertfield,' 

The  braes  o'  fame ; 
Or  Fergusson,  the  writer  chiel,  lad 

A  deathless  name. 

(Oh,  Fergusson  !    thy  glorious  parts 

111  suited  law's  dry  musty  arts ! 

My  curse  ujwn  your  whunstane  hearts,  whitutoM 

Ye  E'nbrugh  gentry ; 
The  tithe  o'  what  ye  waste  at  cartes 

Wad  stowed  his  pantry !) 

Yet  when  a  tale  comes  i'  ray  head, 

Or  lasses  gie  my  heart  a  screed,  «w 

As  whiles  they're  like  to  be  my  dead, 


^  In  Scotland,  when  a  person  is  nnu-h  vxaltod  and  mysti- 
fled  about  anything,  ho  is  said  to  bo  in  a  crocl. 

3  Allan  Itanisay. 

*  William  Hamilton  of  Oilhertfield,  a  Scottish  poet  oon- 
temporary  witli  Ituin.say. 
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(Oh  sad  disease!) 
I  kittle  up  my  rustic  reed ;  flngaa 

It  gies  me  ease. 

Auld  Coila  ^  now  may  fidge  fu'  fain,      hug  henelf 

Siie's  gotten   poets  o'  her  ain, 

Chiels  wha  their  chanters  winna  hain,     pipes— gpaw 

But  tune  their  lays, 
Till  echoes  a'  resound  again 

Her  weel-sung  praise. 

Nae  poet  thought  her  worth  his  while, 
To  set  her  name  in  measured  style  ; 
She  lay  like  some  unkenn'd-of  isle 

Beside  New  Holland, 
Or  whare  wild-meeting  oceans  boil 

Besouth  Magellan. 

Ramsay  and  famous   Fergusson 
Gied  Forth  and  Tay  a  lift  aboon  ; 
Yarrow  and  Tweed,  to  monie  a  tune, 

Owre  Scotland  rings ; 
While  Irwin,  Lugar,  Ayr,  and  Doon, 

Naebody  sings. 

Th'  missus,  Tiber,  Thames,  and  Seine, 
Glide  sweet  in  monie  a  tunefu'  line ; 

1  The  district  of  Kyle,  personified  under  the  appellation  of 
Coila.  Bums  afterwards  assumed  Coila  as  the  name  of  hi« 
Muse. 

v..r.    I.  7 
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But,  Willie,  set  your  fit  to  mine,  foot 

And  cock  your  crest, 
We'll  gar  our  streams  and  bumies  shine  rfToieU 

Up  wi'  the  best ! 

We'll  sing  auld  Coila's  plains  and  fells,  moanuiiM 
Her  moors  red-brown  wi'  heather-bells, 
Her  banks  and  braes,  her  dens  and  dells. 

Where  glorious  Wallace 
Aft  bure  the  gree,  as  story  tells,  bore  the  beu 

Frae  southron  billies.  fellows 

At  Wallace'  name  what  Scottish  blood 
But  boils  up  in  a  spring-tide  flood ! 
Oft  have  our  fearless  fathers  strode 

By  Wallace'  side, 
Still  pressing  onward,  red-wat  shod, 

Or  glorious  died  ! 

O  sweet  are  Coila's  haughs  and  woods  meadows 
When  lintwhites  chant  amiing  the  buds,  iinnots 
And  jinkin'  hares,  in   aujorous  wiiids,'         furtlTo 

Their  loves  enjoy, 
While  through  the  braes  the  cushat  crooda 

Witli  wailfu'  cry  !  [do»»  corn 

Even  winter  bleak  has  charms  to  me, 
When  winds  rave  through  the  naked  tree  ; 

^  A  word  expressive  of  the  quick,  nimble  movemcnta  of 
the  hare,  which  hence  is  somelimes  called  a  wkitkUt  in  ScoV 
land. 
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Or  frosts  on  hills  of  Ochiltree 

Are  hoary  gray  ; 
Or  blinding  drifts  wild  furious  flee, 

Darkening  the  day  ! 

O  Nature  !    a'  thy  shows  and  forms 
To  feeling,  pensive  hearts  hae  charms! 
Whether  the  summer  kindly  warms, 

Wi'  life  and  light, 
Or  winter  howls,  in  gusty  storms. 

The  lang,  dark  night ! 

The  Muse,  nae  poet  ever  fand  her,  found 

Till  by  hirasel'  he   learned  to  wander, 
Adown  some  trotting  bum's  meander. 

And  no  think  lang ; 
O  sweet,  to  stray  and  pensive  ponder 

A  heartfelt  sang ! 

The  war'ly  race  may  drudge  and  drive, 
Hog-shouther,  jundie,  stretch  and  strive ; 
Let  me  fair  Nature's  face  descrive,     [josUe— puah 

And  I  wi'  pleasure. 
Shall  let  the  busy  grumbling  hive 

Bum  owre  their  treasure. 

Fareweel,  ♦'  my  rhyme-composing  brither ! " 
We've  been  owre  lang  unkenn'd  to  ither: 
Now  let  us  lay  our  heads  thegither, 
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In  love  fraternal ; 
May  Envy  wallop  in  a  tether,  quirer- 

Black  fiend  infernal! 

While  Highlandmen  hate  tolls  and  taxes ; 
While  moorlan'  herds   like  guid  fat  braxies,* 
While  terra  firnui  on  her  axis 

Diurnal  turns, 
Count  on  a  friend,  in  faith  and  practice, 

In  Robert  Burns 


POSTSCRIPT. 

My  memory's  no  worth  a  preen ;  pJn 

I  had  amaist  forgotten  clean. 

Ye  bade  me  write   you  what  they  mean 

By  this  New  Light, 
'Bout  which  our  herds  sae  aft  hae  been 

Maist  like  to  fight. 

In  days  when  mankind  were  but  callans        bojt 

At  grammar,  logic,  and  sic  talents. 

They  took  nae  pains  their  speech  to  balance. 

Or  rules  to  gie, 
But  spak  their  thoughts  in  plain  braid  lallans. 

Like  you  or  me.  [iowi«nd  fpoocb 

1  Doatl  sheep  —  a  porquiitita  of  tho  sheplierd. 
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In  thae  auld  times,  they  thought  the  moon, 

Just  like  a  sark,  or  pair  o'  shoon,  shirt— shoe* 

Wore  by  degrees,  till  her  last  roon  paring 

Gaed  past  their  viewing, 
And  shortly  after  she  was  done, 

They  gat  a  new  one. 

This  passed  for  certain  —  undisputed; 
It  ne'er  cam  i'  their  heads  to  doubt  it, 
Till  chiels  gat  up,  and  wad  confute  it. 

And  ca'd  it  wrang ; 
And  muckle  din  there  was  about  it, 

Baith  loud  and  lang. 

Some  herds,  well  learned  upo'  the  beuk, 

Wad  threap  auld  folk  the  thing  misteuk;     assert 

For  'twas  the  auld  moon  turned  a  neuk. 

And  out  o'  sight, 
And  backlins-corain',  to  the  leuk 

She  grew  mair  bright. 

This  was  denied  —  it  was  affirmed  ; 

The  herds  and  hirsels  were  alarmed ;  flock* 

The  reverend  gray-beards  raved  and  stormed. 

That  beardless  laddies 
Should  think  they  better  were  informed 

Than  their  auld  daddies. 

Frae  less  to  mair,  it  gaed  to  sticks ;  * 
Frae  words  and  aiths  to  clours  and  Wows 

nicks,  cut! 
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And  mony  a  fallow  gat  his  licks, 

Wi'  hearty  crunt ;  dint 

And  some,  to  learn  them  for  their  tricks, 

"Were  hanged  and  brunt.  burnt 

This  game  was  played  in  monie  lands, 

And  Auld-Liglit  caddies  bure  sic  hands,      feUow» 

That,  faith,  the  youngsters  took  the  sands 

Wi'  nimble  shanks. 
Till  lairds  forbade,  by  strict  commands, 

Sic  bluidy  pranks. 

But  New-Light  herds  gat  sic  a  cowe,  ttt^t 

Folk  thought  them  ruined  stick -and-stowe,  completely 
Till  now  amaist  on  every  knowe  hUlook 

Ye'U  find  ane  placed ; 
And  some  their  New-Light  fair  avow. 

Just  quite  barefaced. 

Nae  doubt  the  Auld-Light  flocks  are  bleatin'; 
Their  zealous  herds  are  vexed  and  swcatin' ; 
Mysel'  I've  even  seen  them  greetin'  crying 

Wi'  gimin'  spite,  grinning 

To  hear  the  moon  sae  sadly  lied  on 

By  word  and  write. 


But  shortly  they  will  cowe  the  loons ! 
Some  Auld-Light  herds  in  neelior  towns* 
Are  mind't  in  things  they  ca*  balloons 
To  tak  a  flight, 
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And  stay  ae  month  among  the  moons, 
And  see  them  right. 


Guid  observation  they  will  gie  them ; 
And  when  the  auld  moon's  gaun  to  lea'e  them, 
The  hindmost  shaird,  they'll  fetch  it  wi'  firagment 
them, 

Just  i'  their  pouch, 
And  when  the  New-Light  billies  see  them, 
I  think  they'll  crouch! 

Sae,  ye  observe  that  a'  this  clatter 

Is  naething  but  a  "  moonshine  matter ; " 

But  though  dull  prose-folk  Latin  splatter 

In   logic  tulzie,  contention 

I  hope  we  bardies  ken  some  better 

Than  mind  sic  bralzie.  taoo 


HOLY  WILLIE'S  PRAYER. 

In  Bums's  own  parish  of  Mauchline,  the  minister, 
Mr.  Auld,  or,  as  the  poet  irreverently  called  him, 
Daddy  Auld,  was  a  rigid  Whig,  or  partisan  of  the 
Auld  Light.  From  him,  therefore,  the  poet  could 
only  look  for  reprobation,  if  not  hostility.  Amongst 
the  laity  of  his  neighborhood,  he  had  no  friend  more 
sympathetic  than  his  own  landlord,  Mr.  Gavin  Himi- 
ilton,  the  Mauchline  writer,  a  generous-hearted,  up- 
riglit   man.   but    whose   religious  character   did    not 
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come  up  to  the  standard  of  Mr.  Auld.  Tliis  gen- 
tleman had  some  time  before  been  in  trouble  with 
the  parish  session  or  consistory,  on  account  of  de- 
fects in  his  religious  practice.  It  is  said  that  the 
minister  of  Mauchline,  who  was,  on  the  whole,  an 
amiable  and  worthy  man,  would  never  have  himself 
assailed  Gavin  Hamilton.  He  was,  however,  so  un- 
fortunate as  to  listen  to,  and  act  upon,  the  insinua- 
tions of  one  who  was  a  member  of  his  session,  as  well 
as  its  clerk,  and  who  had  a  personal  spite  at  Hamilton, 
in  consequence  of  some  dispute  about  the  levying  of  a 
poor-rate.  We  cannot  follow  tlie  controversy  through 
all  its  windings;  but  at  length  it  terminated  in  July 
1785,  when  the  ses-sion  granted  Mr.  Hamilton  a  certifi- 
cate of  being  free  from  all  ground  of  church  censure ; 
so  that  he  was  substantially  the  victor.  It  appears, 
that  on  the  final  appearance  of  the  case  before  the 
presbytery,  Mr.  Hamilton's  agent,  Mr.  Robert  Aiken, 
writer  in  Ayr,  exercised  the  oratorical  talents  for 
which  he  was  locally  remarkable,  in  exposing  the 
secret  motives  of  the  prosecution,  and  the  conduct  of 
the  session,  one  member  of  which  appears  to  have 
been  a  very  wretched  creature.  Burns  had  looked  on 
with  feelings  keenly  excited  in  favor  of  Gavin,  whom 
he  regarded  as  a  noble-hearted  man  wronged  by  a  set . 
of  malicious  bigots ;  and  he  soon  after  produced  a 
satire,  nominally  aimed  at  the  particular  elder  here 
alluded  to,  comntonly  called  Holy  Willie,  but  in  reality 
a  burlesfjuo  of  the  extreme  doctrinal  views  of  the 
party  to  which  he  Ixjlonged. 

Oh  Thou,  whu  in  the  hejivens  dost  dwell, 
Who,  08  it  pleases  best  thysel*, 
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Sends  ane  to  heaven,  and  ten  to  hell, 

A'  for  thy  glory, 
And  no  for  ony  guid  or  ill 

They've  done  afore  thee ! 

I  bless  and  praise  thy  matchless  might, 
Whan  thousands  thou  hast  left  in  night, 
That  I  am  here  afore  thy  sight. 

For  gifts  and  grace, 
A  burnin'  and  a  shinin'  light 

To  a'  this  place. 

What  was  I,  or  my  generation, 
That  I  should  get  sic  exaltation, 
I  wha  deserve  sic  just  damnation 

For  broken  laws. 
Five  thousand  yeare  'fore  my  creation, 

Through  Adam's  cause. 

When  frae  my  mither's  womb  I  fell, 
Thou  might  hae  plunged  me  in  hell, 
To  gnash  my  gums,  to  weep  and  wail, 

In  burning  lake, 
Whare  d — d  devils  roar  and  yell, 

Chained  to  a  stake. 

Yet  I  am  here,  a  chosen  sample, 
To  shew  thy  grace  is  great  and  ample ; 
I'm  here  a  pillar  in  thy  temple,     ^ 
Strong  as  a  rock, 
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A  guide,  a  buckler,  an  example, 
To  a'  thy  flock. 

But  yet,  oh  L — !   confess  I  must, 

At  times  I'm  fash'd  wi'  fleshly  lust ;         tronbtod 

And  sometimes  too  wi'  warldly  trust, 

Vile  self  gets  in ; 
But  thou  remembers  we  are  dust, 

Defiled  in  sin. 
•  *  »  « 

Maybe  thou  lets  this  fleshly  thorn, 
Be?et  thy  servant  e'en  and  morn. 
Left  he  owre  high  and  proud  should  turn, 

'Cause  he's  sae  gifted  ; 
If  sae,  thy  hand  maun  e'en  be  borne. 

Until  thou  lift  it. 

L — ,  bless  thy  chosen  in  this  place, 
For  here  thou  hast  a  chosen  race : 
But  Gr —  confound  their  stubborn  face. 

And  blast  their  name, 
Wha  bring  thy  elders  to  disgrace 

And  public  shame. 


-,  mind  Gawn  Hamilton's  deserts; 
He  drinks,  and  swears,  and  plays  at  cartes, 
Yet  has  sae  monie  tukin'  arts, 

Wi'  grit  and  sraa', 
Frae  6 — 's  ain  priests  the  people's  heart* 

He  Hteals  awa*. 
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And  whan  we  chasten'd  him  therefor, 

Thou  kens  how  he  bred  sic  a  splore,    distnrb»nae 

As  set  the  warld  in  a  roar 

O'  laughin'  at  us : 
Curse  thou  his  basket  and  his  store, 

Kail  and  potatoes. 


hear  my  earnest  cry  and  prayer, 
Against  the  presbyt'ry  of  Ayr ; 
Thy  strong  right  hand,  L — ,  mak  it  bare 

Upo'  their  heads, 
L — ,  weigh  it  down,  and  dinna  spare. 

For  their  misdeeds. 

Oh  L — ,  loaj  G — ,  that  glib-tongued  Aiken, 
My  very  heart  and  saul  are  quakin', 
To  think  how  we  stood  groanin',  shakin', 

And  swat  wi'  dread. 
While  he  wi'  hingin'  lip  and  snakin'. 

Held  up  his  head. 


in  the  day  of  vengeance  try  him, 
visit  them  wha  did  employ  him. 
And  pass  not  in  thy  mercy  by  'em. 
Nor  hear  their  prayer; 
But  for  thy  people's  sake  destroy  'em. 
And  dinna  spare. 

But,  L— ,  remember  me  and  mine, 
Wi'  mercies  temp'ral  and  divine. 
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That  I  for  gear  and  grace  may  shine, 

Excelled  by  nane, 
And  a'  the  glory  shall  be  thine, 

Amen,  Amen  !  i 


EPITAPH  ON  HOLY  WH.LIE. 

Here  Holy  Willie's  sair-worn  clay 

Taks  up  its  last  abode ; 
His  saul  has  ta'en  some  other  way, 

I  fear  the  left-hand  road. 

1  The  strength  of  satire  here  employed  needs  no  comment. 
That  Bums  did  not  misrepresent  the  man  whom  he  selected 
for  vengeance  is  proved  by  events,  for  Holy  Willie  was  at\er- 
warJs  found  guilty  of  secreting  money  from  the  church-offer- 
ings, and  he  closed  his  miserable  life  in  a  ditch,  into  which 
he  had  fallen  in  going  home  from  a  debauch.  The  Rev. 
Hamilton  Paul  defends  tlie  poem  as  a  just  exposure  of  an 
odious  interjmitation  of  Christianity  ;  and  Mr.  IxKkhart, 
commenting  on  Mr.  Paul,  says:  "That  ptirfonnanccs  so  bla.s- 
phemous  should  have  been  not  only  pardoned,  but  applauded 
by  ministers  of  religion,  is  a  singular  circumstance,  which 
may  go  far  to  make  the  reader  comprehend  the  exaggerated 
state  of  party-feeling  in  Bums's  native  county  at  the  period 
when  he  first  app<ialed  to  the  public  ear.  Nor  is  it  fair,"  he 
adds,  "  to  pronounce  sentence  upon  t!ic  young  and  reckless 
satirist,  without  taking  into  consideration  the  undeniable 
fact,  that  in  his  worst  offences  of  this  kind,  he  was  encouraged 
and  abetted  by  those  who,  to  say  nothing  more  about  their 
profossional  character  an<l  authority,  were  almost  the  only 
ponMins  of  liberal  education  whotie  society  he  had  any  oppor 
luuity  uf  approaching  at  the  pcrio<l  hi  question." 
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Stop !   there  he  i?,  as  sure's  a  gun, 

Poor  silly  body,  see  him ; 
Nae  wonder  he's  as  black's  the  grun', 

Observe  wha's  standing  wi'  him. 

Your  brunstane  devilship,  I  see, 

Has  got  him  there  before  ye  ; 
But  baud  your  nine-tail  cat  a  wee,  uwe 

Till  ance  you've  heard  my  story. 

Your  pity  I  will  not  implore. 

For  pity  ye  hae  nana ; 
Justice,  alas !    has  gien  him  o'er, 

And  mercy's  day  is  gane. 

But  hear  me,  sir,  deil  as  ye  are. 
Look  something  to  your  credit ; 

A  coof  like  him  wad  stain  your  name,       feci 
If  it  were  kent  ye  did  it 


THIRD  EPISTLE   TO  J.   LAPRAIK.» 

The  harvest  of  1785  was  beset  by  wretched 
weather,  and  was  very  late.  On  Mossgiel  the  half 
of  the  crop  was  lost,  a  circumstance  seriously  affect- 
ing the  prosi)ects  of  Bums  and  his  family.  In  two 
epistles  of  this  perioil  —  one  to  his  brother  poet  La- 
praik,  the  other  to  a  clerical  friend  —  the  bard  alludes 

1  Finst  publbhcd  by  Lapraik  in  a  volume  ofhis  own  poems. 
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to  the  evil  season,  as  well  as  to  the  ecclesiastical  bicfc 
erings  then  going  on. 

8q)tember  13, 1786. 

GuiD  speed  and  furder  to  you,  Johnny, 
Guid  health,  hale  han'^  and  weather  bonny ; 
Now  when  ye're  nickan  down  f'u'  canny     cuttini 

The  staff  o'  bread, 
May  ye  ne'er  want  a  stoup  o'  bran'y 

To  clear  your  head. 

May  Boreas  never  thrash  your  rig:', 

Nor  kick  your  rickles  aff  their  legs,  rioto 

Sendin'  the  stuff  o'er  muirs  and  haggs         moMn 

Like  drivin'  wrack  ; 
But  may  the  tapinast  grain  that  wags 

Come  to  the  sack. 

I'm  bizzie  too,  and  skelpin'  at  it,  working  brfakiy 
But  bitter,  daudin'  showers  hae  wat  it,  bMUinc 
Sac  my  auld  stum  pie  pen  I  gat  it 

Wi'  muckle  wark. 
And  totjk  my  jocteleg  and  whatt  it,        knife— cut 

Like  ony  clark. 

It's  now  twa  month  that  I'm  your  debtor, 
For  your  braw,  nameles.<,  dateless  letter, 
Abusin'  me  for  harsh  ill-nature 

On  lu)ly  men. 
While  dril  a  hair  yoursel*  ye're  better, 

l>ii!    iiiiiir  jtrofaiic. 
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Bat  let  the  kirk-folk  ring  their  bells, 

Let's  sing  about  our  noble  sel's; 

We'U  cry  nae  jads  frae  heathen  hills  j^daa 

To  help,  or  roose  us,  praise 

But  browster-wives  and  whisky-stills, 

They  are  the  muses. 

Your  friendship,  sir,  I  winna  quat  it. 

And  if  ye  raak  objections  at  it. 

Then  han'  in  nieve  some  day  we'll  knot  it,      fist 

And  witness  take. 
And  when  wi'  usquebae  we've  wat  it. 

It  winna  break. 

But  if  the  beast  and  branks  be  spared  curbs 
Till  kye  be  gaun  without  the  herd,  cows 

And  a'  the  vittel  in  the  yanl, 

And  theekit  right,  thatched 

I  mean  your  ingle-side  to  giiaixl 

Ae  winter-night 

Thf'n  muse-inspirin'  aqua  vitae 

Shall  make  us  baith  sae  blithe  and  witty, 

Till  ye  forget  ye're  auld  and  gutty,  gouty 

And  be  as  canty 
As  ye  were  nine  year  less  than  thretty  — 

Sweet  ane-and-twenty  ! 

But  stooks  ai'e  cowpit  wi'  the  blast,  sTerturued 
And  now  the  sinn  keeks  in  the  west. 
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Then  I  maun  rin  amang  the  rest, 

And  quat  my  chanter ;  pip«t 

Sae  I  subscribe  myself  in  haste 

Yours,  Rab  the  Ranter.* 


EPISTLE  TO  THE  REV.  JOHN  M'MATH.a 

September  17, 1785. 
While  at  the  stook  the  shearers       Bhock— reapers 

cower 
To  shun  the  bitter  blaudin'  shower,  boating 

Or  in  gulravage  rinnin'  scower  confualon 

To  pass  the  time, 
To  you  I  dedicate  the  hour 
In  idle  rhyme. 

My  Musie,  tired  wi'  monie  a  sonnet 

On  gown,  and  ban',  and  douce  black  in«Te 

bonnet, 
Is  grown  right  eerie,  now  she's  done  it,      foarftu 
Lest  they  should  blam«*  her, 

1  A  sobriquet  borrowed  from  the  clover  old  Scotch  song, 
Mayj/y  iMtuler. 

'^  At  that  time  enjoying  the  appointment  of  ntmtant  and 
tucce**frr  to  the  Rev.  Put<»r  Wodrow,  milliliter  of  Torbolton. 
.  He  wan  on  excellent  prenrher,  and  a  dccide<l  moderate.  lie 
enjoyed  the  friendship  of  the  Mtmtgomeries  of  Coilsfleld,  and 
of  niiriis,  Idit  unhappily  fell  into  low  .spirit.'',  in  consequence 
of  liii'  de|M!iideiit  Nituntioii,  niid  liecanie  diAsipnted.  Ilo  died 
in  obM-urity  at  KokhiiI,  in  the  Ule  of  Mull,  l>oc«mtK>r  18'25. 
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And  rouse  their  holy  thunder  on  it. 
And  anath^m  her. 

I  own  'twas  rash,  and  rather  hardy, 
That  I,  a  simple  country  bardie, 
Should  meddle  wi'  a  pack  sae  sturdy, 

Wha,  if  they  ken  me, 
Can  easy,  wi'  a  single  wordie, 

Lowse  h —  upon  me. 

But  I  gae  mad  at  their  grimaces, 
Their  sighin',  cantin',  grace-proud  faces. 
Their  three-mile  prayers,  and  hauf-mile  graces. 

Their  raxin'  conscience,  stretcUng 

Whase  greed,  revenge,  and  pride  disgraces 

Waur  nor  their  nonsense. 

There's  Grawn,*  misca't  waur  than  a  beast, 
Wha  has  mair  honour  in  his  breast 
Than  mony  scores  as  guid's  the  priest 

Wha  sae  abus't  him ; 
,  And  may  a  bard  no  crack  his  jest 

What  way  they've  use't  him? 


See  him,  the  poor  man's  friend  in  need, 
The  gentleman  in  word  and  deed, 
And  shall  his  fame  and  honour  bleed 
By  worthless  skellums, 

^  Gavin  Hamilton. 

VOL.  L  8 
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And  not  a  Muse  erect  her  head 

To  cowe  the  blellums?  fcu»>w8 

O  Pope,  had  I  thy  satire's  darts, 
To  gie  the  rascals  their  deserts, 
I'd  rip  their  rotten,  hollow  hearts, 

And  tell  aloud 
Their  jugglin'  hocus-pocus  arts 

To  cheat  the  crowd. 

6 —  knows  I'm  no  the  thing  I  should  be, 
Nor  am  I  even  the  thing  I  could  be. 
But  twenty  times  I  rather  would  be 

An  atheist  clean. 
Than  under  gospel  colours  hid  be, 

Just  for  a  screen. 

An  honest  man  may  like  a  glass, 
An  honest  man  may  like  a  lass  ; 
But  mean  revenge,  and  maUce  fause,         fl»iw 

He'll  still  disdain. 
And  then  cry  zeal  for  gospel  laws, 

Like  some  we  ken. 

They  take  religion  in  their  mouth; 

They  talk  o*  mercy,  grace,  and  truth, 

For  what?  to  gie  their  malice  skouth       •cop* 

On  some  pair  wight, 
And  bunt  him  down,  o'er  right  and  rutb, 

To  ruin  straight. 
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All  hail,  Religion !   maid  divine ! 
Pardon  a  Muse  sae  mean  as  mine, 
Who  in  her  rough  imperfect  line. 

Thus  daurs  to  name  thee; 
To  stigmatise  false  friends  of  thine 

Can  ne'er  defame  thee. 

Though  blotch't  and  foul  wi'  mony  a  stain, 

And  far  unworthy  of  thy  train, 

With  trembling  voice  I  tune  my  strain 

To  join  with  those 
Who  boldly  daur  thy  cause  maintain 

In  spite  o'  foes: 

In  spite  o'  crowds,  in  spite  o'  mobs, 
In  spite  o'  undermining  jobs, 
In  spite  o'  dark  banditti  stabs 

At  worth  and  merit, 
By  scoundrels,  even  wi'  holy  robes. 

But  hellish  spirit. 

O  Ayr !  my  dear,  my  native  ground. 
Within  thy  presbyterial  bound 
A  candid  liberal  band  is  found 

Of  public  teachers. 
As  men,  as  Cliristians  too,  renowned. 

And  manly  preachers. 

Sir,  in  that  circle  you  are  named ; 
Sir,  in  that  circle  you  are  famed; 
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And  some,  by  whom  your  doctnne's  blamed 
(Which  gies  you  honour), 

Evon,  sir,  by  them  your  heart's  esteemed, 
And  winning  manner. 

Pardon  this  freedom  I  have  ta'en, 
And  if  impertinent  I've  been. 
Impute  it  not,  good  sir,  in  ane 

Whase  heart  ne'er  wranged  ye, 
But  to  his  utmost  would  befriend 

Ought  that  belanged  ye. 


TO   A  MOUSE, 

OH  TCBNQiO  UF  HER  NEST   WITH  THK  PLOUGH, 
NOVEMBER,   1785. 

It  is  more  than  merely  likely,  that  before  the  end 
of  this  year  [1785]  the  notion  of  publishing  had 
come  upon  Burns,  and  that  he  began  accordingly 
to  exert  himself  vigorously  in  the  com{>osition  of 
poems  not  strictly,  as  for  the  most  part  hitherto,  oc- 
casional. "  Holding  the  plough,"  we  are  told  by  Gil- 
bert, "  was  a  favorite  situation  with  Robert  for  poetic 
composition,  and  some  of  his  best  verses  were  pro- 
duced while  ho  was  at  that  exerciM." 

Web,  sleekit,  cow'rin',  tim'roua  beastie, 
Oh  what  a  panic's  in  thy  breastie ! 
Thou  need  na  start  awa'  sae  hasty, 

Wi'  bickering  brattle  1         hMtj  ouuw 
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I  wad  be  laith  to  rin  and  chase  thee, 
Wi'  murd'ring  pattle  !  * 

Fm  truly  sorry  man's  dominion 
Has  broken  Nature's  social  union, 
And  justifies  that  ill  opinion. 

Which  makes  thee  startle 
At  me,  thy  poor  earthborn  companion, 

And  fellow-mortal ! 

I  doubt  na,  whyles,  but  thou  may  thieve ;  sometimea 
What  then  ?    poor  beastie,  thou  maun  live ! 
A  daimen  icker  in  a  thrave  ^ 

'S  a  sma'  request : 
I'll  get  a  blessiif  wi'  the  laive,  rest 

And  never  miss't ! 

Thy  wee  bit  housie,  too,  in  ruin  ! 

Its  silly  wa's  the  win's  are  strewin' ! 

And  naething  now  to  big  a  new  ane  buiid 

O'  foggage  '  green, 
And  bleak  December's  winds  ensuin', 

Baith  snell  and  keen  !  sharp 

Thou  saw  the  fields  laid  bare  and  waste, 
And  weary  winter  comin'  fast, 

1  The  stick  used  for  clearing  away  the  clods  from  the 
plough. 

■^  An  occasional  ear  of  com  in  a  thrave—  that  is,  twenty- 
four  sheaves. 

8  Stray  vegetable  materials  used  by  birds,  ttc,  in  con'ttruct 
ing  nests. 
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And  cozie  here,  beneath  the  blast, 

Thou  thought  to  dwell, 
Till,  crash  !   the  cruel  coulter  passed 

Out  through  thy  celL 

That  wee  bit  heap  o'  leaves  and  stibble. 
Has  cost  thee  mony  a  weary  nibble ! 
Now  thou's  turned  out  for  a'  thy  trouble, 

But  house  or  hald,  without— how 

To  thole  the  winter's  sleety  dribble,  endure 

And  cranreuch  cauld  !  hoar-frost 

But,  Mousie,  thou  art  no  thy  lane,  aiona 

In  proving  foresight  may  be  vain : 
The  best-laid  schemes  o'  mice  and  men. 

Gang  afl  a-gley,  wront 

And  lea'e  us  nought  but  grief  and  pain, 

For  promised  joy. 

Still  thou  art  blest,  compared  wi*  me! 
The  present  only  toucheth  thee  : 
But,  och  !    I  backward  cast   ray  e'e. 

On  prospects  drear ! 
And  forward,  though  I  equina  see, 

I  guess  and  fear.* 

1  We  hive  the  textiraony  of  Gilbert  Bums  that  this  be«ati- 
ftil  po<<m  woA  conipoKpd  while  the  author  wan  following  the 
|>lnii;;h.  niirnn  ploiigliol  with  four  horsoo,  l)cing  twice 
the  ammint  of  |)ower  now  rpquircd  on  nioHf  of  the  Koiln  of 
Scotlnnd.  He  roquiri'il  nil  u.<<Hii<(aiit  called  a  yaudtnutn,  to 
driv  I  the  horM^H,  \\'»  own  duty  being  to  hold  and  guide  the 
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HALLOWEEN.i 

•'  Yes !  let  the  rich  deride,  the  proud  disdain, 
The  simple  pleasures  of  the  lowly  train ; 
To  me  more  dear,  congenial  to  my  heart, 
One  native  charm,  than  all  the  gloss  of  art. 

Goldsmith. 

"  The  following  poem  will,  by  many  readers,  be  well 
enough  understood  ;  but  for  the  sake  of  .those  who  are 
unacquainted  with  the  manners  and  traditions  of  the 
countrj-  where  the  scene  is  cast,  notes  are  added,  to 
give  some  account  of  the  principal  charms  and  spells 
of  that  night,  so  big  with  prophecy  to  the  peasantry  in 
the  west  of  Scotland.  The  passion  of  prjing  into 
futurity,  makes  a  striking  part  of  the  history  of  human 
nature  in  its  rude  state,  in  all  ages  and  nations ;  and 
it  may  be  some  entertainment  to  a  philosophic  mind, 

plough.  John  Blane.  who  had  acted  as  gaudsman  to  Bums, 
and  who  lived  sixty  years  afterwards,  had  a  distinct  recollec- 
tion of  the  turning  up  of  the  mouse.  Like  a  thoughtless 
youth  as  he  was,  he  ran  after  the  creature  to  kill  it,  but  was 
<j;hecked  and  recalled  by  his  master,  who,  he  observed,  be- 
came thereafter  thoughtful  and  abstracted.  Bums,  who 
treated  his  servants  with  the  familiarity  of  fellow-laborers, 
soon  after  read  the  poem  to  Blane. 

*  [All  Hallow  Eve,  or  the  eve  of  All  Saints'  Day,]  is 
thought  to  be  a  night  when  witches,  devils,  and  other  mis- 
chief-making beings,  are  all  abroad  on  their  baneful  midnight 
<rr.','  !;iily  those  aerial  people,  the  fairies,  are  said 

<-.i  ;  iiohl  a  grand  anniversary.  —  B. 


120  HALLOWEEN.  [178& 

if  any  such  should  honour  the  author  with  a  perusal,  to 
see  the  remains  of  it  among  the  more  unenlightened 
in  our  own."  —  Bums. 


Upon  that  night,  when  fairies  light 

On  Cassilis  Downans*  dance, 
Or  owre  the  lays,  in  splendid  blaze,  field* 

On  sprightly  coursers  prance ; 
Or  for  Colean  the  route  is  ta'en. 

Beneath  the  moon's  pale  beams, 
There,  up  the  Cove^  to  stray  and  rove, 

Amang  the  rocks  and  streams 
To  sport  that  night, 

Amang  the  bonnie,  winding  banks, 

Wliere   Doon   rins,  wimplin*,  clear,         wheeling 
Where  Bruce*  ance  ruled  the  martial  ranks. 

And  shook  his  Carrick  spear. 
Some  merry,  friendly,  country-folks 

Together  did  convene, 
To  bum  their  nits,  and  pou  their  stocks,   uuw— puu 

And  haud  their  Halloween  hou 

Fu'  blithe  that  nijrht. 


1  Certain  little  romantic,  rocky,  «'•-'«'>  hills,  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  the  ancient  scat  of  tlio  VmtU  of  Ca»iili8.  —  B. 

'■'A  noted  ciivcrn  near  Colfun  House,  called  the  Cove  of 
Colean;  which,  as  well  at*  C'asHilis  I)owniini«,  is  famed  in  coun- 
try story  fur  l>eing  u  favourite  haunt  of  fairiea.  —  B. 

'The  fumnuH  family  of  that  name,  the  ancestors  if  Rob- 
ert, the  great  deliverer  of  his  cotmtry,  were  £arls  of  Car* 
rick.  — A 
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The  lasses  feat,  and  cleanly  neat,  trim 

Mair  braw  than  when   they're  fine  ; 
Their  faces  blithe,  fu'  sweetly  kythe,  show 

Hearts  leal,  and  warm,  and  kin' :  true 

The  lads  sae  trig,  wi'  wooer-babs       spruce  -knou 

Weel  knotted  on  their  garten,  garter 

Some  unco  blate,  and  some  wi'  gabs  bashful-  talk 

Gar  lasses'  hearts  gang  startin' 

Wliiles  fast  at  night,  sometimes 

Then,  first  and  foremost,  through  the  kail,  cabbage 

Their  stocks  ^  maun  a'  be  sought  ance ; 
They  steek  their  een,  and  graip,  and     cioee— grope 

wale,  choose 

For  muckle  anes  and  straught  anes.  straigh* 

Poor  hav'rel  Will  fell  aff  the  drift,  fool 

And  wandered  through  the  bow-kail ;  cabbages 
And  pou't,  for  want  o'  better  shift, 

A  runt  was  like  a  sow-tail,  stai^ 

Sae  bow't  that  night.  crooked 

1  The  first  ceremony  of  Halloween  is,  pulling  each  a  stock, 
or  plant  of  kail.  They  must  go  out,  hand  in  hand,  with  eyes 
ahut,  and  pull  the  first  they  meet  witli :  its  being  big  or  little, 
Btraight  or  crooked,  is  prophetic  of  the  size  and  shape  of  the 
grand  object  of  all  their  spells  —  the  husband  or  wife.  If  any 
yird  or  earth  stick  to  the  root,  that  is  tocher  or  fortuae ;  and 
the  taste  of  the  custoc  —  that  is,  the  heart  of  the  stem  —  is  in- 
dicative of  the  natural  temper  and  disposition.  Lastly,  the 
stems,  or,  to  give  them  their  ordinary  appellation,  the  runts,  are 
placed  somewhere  above  the  head  of  the  door,  and  the  Chris- 
tian names  of  people  whom  chance  brings  into  the  house  are, 
according  to  the  priority  of  placing  the  runts,  the  names  in 
question. —  B. 
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Then,  straught  or  crooked,  yird  or  nane, 

They  roar  and  cry  a'  throu'ther ;  in  confudoa 
The  very  wee  things,  todlin',  rin  tottering 

Wi'  stx)cks  out-owre  their  shouther : 
And  gif  the  custoc's  sweet  or  sour, 

Wi'  joctelegs  they  taste  them ;  kniro* 

Syne  cozily  aboon  the  door,  Then 

Wi'  cannie  care,  they've  placed  them  gentle 
To  lie  that  night. 

The  lasses  staw  frae  'mang  them  a'  •tote 

To  pou  their  stalks  o'  corn;* 
But  Rab  slips  out,  and  jinks  about,         dodgM 

Behint  the  muckle  thorn  : 
He  grippet  Nelly  hard  and  fast ; 

Loud  skirled  a'  the  lasses ;  Mrauid 

But  her  tap-pickle  maist  was  lost, 

When  kuittlin'  in  the  fausc-house '    cuddling 
Wi'  him  that  night. 

The  auld  guidwife's  weel-hoordit  nits* 
Are  round  and  round  divided ; 

1  They  go  to  the  barn-yard,  and  pull  each,  at  three  screral 
times,  a  stalk  of  oat8.  If  the  third  Htalk  want*  tlic  top-pickle 
—  that  is,  the  grain  at  the  top  of  tho  stalk  —  the  party  in 
qucMion  will  notconlintie  npotlcM  until  marriage.  —  B. 

a  When  the  com  i*  in  a  doubtful  state,  by  being  too  green 
or  wet,  the  stack-builder,  by  means  of  old  timlwr,  vScc,  makes 
a  large  apartment  in  hiH  Mack,  with  an  o|M!ning  in  tlie  side 
which  is  fairest  exposed  to  the  wind :  thix  he  calls  a  fause- 
hoiise.  —  B. 

*  Burning  tho  nuts  U  a  famous  charm.    They  name  the  lad 
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And  mony  lads'  and  lasses'  fates 

Are  there  that  night  decided : 
Some  kindle  couthie,  side  by  side,    agreeably 

And  bum  thegither  trimly ; 
Some  start  awa'  wi'  saucy  pride, 

And  jump  out-owre  the  chimlie 
Fu'  high  that  niglit. 

Jean  slips  in  twa  wi'  tentie  e'e ; 

Wha  'twas,  she  wadna  tell ; 
But  this  is  Jock,  and  this  is  me, 

She  says  in  to  hersel': 
He  bleezed  owre  her,  and  she  owre  him, 

As  they  wad  never  mair  part; 
Till,  fuff!  he  started  up  the  lura,       chimney 

And  Jean  had  e'en  a  sair  heart 
To  see't  that  night. 

Poor  WilHe,  wi'  his  bow-kail  runt. 

Was  brunt  wi'  primsie  Mallie;         demure 
And  Mary,  nae  doubt,  took  the  drunt,  a  pet 

To  be  compared  to  Willie. 
Mall's  nit  lap  out  wi'  pridefu'  fling. 

And  her  ain  fit  it  brunt  it ;  fcot 

While  Willie  lap,  and  swore,  by  jing, 

'Twas  just  the  way  he  wanted 
To  be  that  night. 

and  Ia.«s  to  each  particular  nut  as  they  lay  them  in  the  fire, 
and  accordingly  as  they  bum  quietly  together,  or  start  from 
beside  one  another,  the  course  and  issue  of  the  courtship  will 
be.— ^. 
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Nell  had  the  fause-house  in  her  rain', 

She  pits  hersel'  and  Rob  in  ; 
In  loving  bleeze  they  sweetly  join, 

Till  white  in  ase  they're  sobbin'.  ashet 

Nell's  heart  wa^  dancin'  at  the  view, 

She  whispered  Rob  to  leuk  for't : 
Rob  stowlins  prie'd  her  bonny  mou'  stealthily  Utand 

Fu'  cozie  in  the  neuk  for't, 

Unseen  that  night 

But  Merran  sat  behint  their  backs, 

Her  thoughts  on  Andrew  Bell ; 
She  lea'es  them  gashin'  at  their  cracks,  conTeninR 

And  slips  out  by  hersel' : 
She  through  the  yard  the  nearest  taks, 

And  to  the  kiln  she  goes  then. 
And  darklins  graipit  for  the  bauks,        eroii-bMaw 

And  in  tlie  blue-clue*  throws  then, 
Right  fear't  that  night. 

And  aye  she  win't,  and  aye  she  swat,        windid 
I  wat  she  made  nae  jaukin' ;  daUylng 

Till  soraetiiing  held  within  tlie  pat, 
Guid  L — !  but  she  was  quakin' ! 

1  Whoever  would  with  8uccc««  trj*  thin  spell,  mwBt  strictry 
observe  thone  directions:  —  Steal  out,  nil  alone,  to  the  kiln, 
and,  dnrkling,  throw  into  the  (x>t  a  rluc  of  blue  yarn ;  wind  it 
in  a  clue  ofT  the  old  otic,  and  towards  the  latter  end  oomc- 
IhinK  will  liohl  the  thread ;  demand  "  Wha  hauds?  "  —  that 
is.  Who  holds?  An  answer  will  In;  returned  from  the  kiln- 
pot,  by  naming  the  Christian  and  surname  of  your  riitnr* 
•poUM.  —  B. 


snudce 


eindor 
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But  whether  'twas  the  deil  himsel', 

Or  whether  'twas  a  bauk-en',  beam-end 

Or  whether  it  was  Andrew  Bell, 
She  did  na  wait  on  talkin' 

To  spier  that  night.  inqTiire 

"Wee  Jenny  to  her  granny  says: 

"Will  ye  go  wi'  me,  granny? 
I'll  eat  the  apple  ^  at  the  glass 

I  gat  frae  Uncle  Johnny:" 
She  fuff't  her  pipe  wi'  sic  a  lunt. 

In  wrath  she  was  sae  tap'rin', 
She  notic't  na,  an  aizle  brunt 

Her  braw  new  worset  apron 

Out  through  that  night. 

"  Ye  little  skelpie-limmer's  face  !  *        young  jade 

I  daur  you  try  sic  sportin',         ^  dan 

As  seek  the  foul  thief  ony  place. 

For  him  to  spae  your  fortune  i  teu 

Nae  doubt  but  ye  may  get  a  sight! 

Great  cause  ye  hae  to  fear  it; 
For  mony  a  ane  has  gotten  a  fright, 

And  lived  and  died  deleeret  deiiriona 

On  sic  a  night 

1  Take  a  candle,  and  go  alone  to  a  looking-glass;  eat  an 
apple  before  it,  and,  some  traditions  say,  you  should  comb 
your  ban-  all  the  time;  the  face  of  your  conjugal  companion 
to  be,  wiU  be  seen  in  the  glass,  as  if  peeping  over  your 
shoulder.  —  B. 

*  "A  technical  tenn  in  female  scolding"  — A 
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"Ae  hairst  afore  the  Sherra-moor —      lurTwt 

I  mind't  as  weel's  yestreeu, 
I  was  a  gilpey  then,  I'm  sure  young  gW 

I  was  na  past  fifteen  : 
The  simmer  had  been  cauld  and  wat, 

And  stuff  was  unco  green ; 
And  aye  a  rantin'  kirn  we  gat,     noisy  harrwt-home 

And  just  on  Halloween 

It  fell  that  night. 

"Our  stibble-rig*  was  Rab  M'Graen, 

A  clever,  sturdy  fallow : 
His  sin  gat  Eppie  Sim  wi'  wean,  mm 

That  lived  in  Achmacalla : 
He  gat  hemp-seed,'  I  mind  it  weel, 

And  he  made  unco  light  o't ; 
But  mony  a  day  was  by  himsel*. 

He  was  sae  sairly  frighted 

That  very  night." 

Then  up  gat  fechtin'  Jamie  Fleck,  flgfaUng 

And  he  swore  by  his  conscience, 

1  The  leader  of  Uio  reapers. 

3  Steal  out,  unperceived,  and  sow  a  handful  of  hemp-seed, 
harrowing  it  with  anytliing  you  can  conveniently  draw  after 
you.  Repeat  now  and  llicn:  "  Hemp-seed  I  saw  thee,  hemp- 
seed  I  saw  tJiec;  and  him  (or  her)  that  is  to  be  my  true  love, 
come  after  me  and  pou  tliee."  Look  over  your  left  shoulder, 
and  you  will  hco  the  appearance  of  the  person  invoked  in  the 
attitude  of  pulling  hemp.  Some  traditions  say  :  "  Come  aAer 
me,  and  sliawthee"  —  that  is,  shew  tliyself;  in  which  case 
it  simply  apiicurs.  OlJiuni  omit  the  harrowing,  and  Mjri 
"  Come  aAer  me,  and  harrow  thee,"  —  B. 
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That  he  could  saw  hemp-seed  a  peck; 

For  it  was  a'  but  nonsense. 
The  auld  guidman  raught  down  the  pock,  raached 

And  out  a  handfu'  gied  him ; 
Syne  bad  him  slip  frae  'mang  the  folk, 

Some  time  when  nae  ane  see'd  him, 
And  trft  that  night 

He  marches  through  amang  the  stacks, 

Though  he  was  something  sturtin  ;         amorous 
The  graip  he  for  a  harrow  taks,  dung-fork 

And  haurls  at  his  curpin  ;  drags— rear 

And  every  now  and  then  he  says: 

"  Hemp-seed,  I  saw  thee, 
And  her  that  is  to  be  my  lass, 

Come  after  me,  and  draw  thee 
As  fast  this  night." 

/ie  whistled  up  Lord  Lennox'  march. 

To  keep  his  courage  cheery ; 
Although  his  hair  began  to  arch, 

He  was  sae  fle/d  and  eerie:  frigfatened 

Till  presently  he  hears  a  squeak, 

And  then  a  grane  and  gruntle ; 
He  by  his  shouther  ga'e  a  keek, 

And  tumbled  wi'  a  wintle 

Out-owre  that  night. 

He  roared  a  horrid  murder-shout. 

In  dreadfu'  desperation ! 
And  vonns  and  auld  cam  rinnin'  out. 


PMP 
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Atid  hear  the  sad  narration : 
He  swore  'twas  hilchin  Jean  M'Craw,         halting 

Or  crouchie  Merran  Huraphie,  crookbacked 

Till,  stop  —  she  trotted  through  them  a'  — 

And  wha  was  it  but  Grumphie  the  pig 

Asteer  that  night! 

Meg  fain  wad  to  the  barn  hae  gaen, 

To  win  three  wechts  o*  naething ;  *  com-bMkets 
But  for  to  meet  the  deil  her  lane,  •imm 

She  pat  but  little  faith  in  : 
She  gies  the  herd  a  pickle  nits,  *w 

And  twa  red-cheekit  apples, 
To  watch,  while  for  the  barn  she  sets, 

In  hopes  to  see  Tam  Kipples 
That  very  night 

She  turns  the  key  wi'  canny  thraw,       genttotwtot 
And  owre  the  threshold  ventures ; 

But  first  on  Sawny  gies  a  ca', 
Syne  bauKlly  in  she  enters : 

^  This  charm  mtixt  likewise  bo  pcrfomipd  unperceired,  and 
alone.  You  go  to  tho  bum,  and  open  both  doont,  taking 
tticm  off  the  hin^ug  if  |K>Mtiblc;  for  there  is  danger  that  tliu 
boinf;  about  to  appear  may  shut  the  doniv,  and  do  you  somv 
mischief.  Then  take  that  instrument  used  in  winnowing  tho 
con>,  which,  in  our  country  dialect,  we  call  a  wecht,  and  go 
through  all  the  attitudes  of  letting  down  com  againRt  tho 
wind.  Kepeat  it  three  timcH  ;  and  the  third  lime  an  appari- 
tion will  paw  through  tho  bani,  in  at  the  windy  door,  «n<! 
out  at  the  other,  having  both  tho  figure  in  queotion,  and  tho 
ap|M-uranco  or  retiuuc,  marking  the  employment  or  atation  in 
life.  — .0. 
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A  ration  rattled  up  the  wa', 
.    And  she  cried,  "  L — ,  preserve  her ! " 
And  ran  through  midden-hole*  and  a', 
And  prayed  wi'  zeal  and  fervour, 
Fu'  fast  that  night. 

They  hoy't  out  Will,  wi'  sair  advice ;  mged 

They  hecht  him  some  fine  braw  ane ;  promiaed 
It  chanced,  the  stack  he  faddom't  thrice,^ 

Was  timraer-propt  for  thrawin' ;  timber— twisting 
He  taks'a  swirly  auld  moss  oak  knotty 

For  some  black,  grousome  carlin ;  loathsome 
And  loot  a  winze,  and  drew  a  stroke,  oatix 

Till  skin  in  blypes  cam  haurlin'  shreds— peeUng 
Aff's  nieves  that  night.  baaia 

A  wanton  widow  Leezie  was. 

As   canty   as   a   kittlin  ;  merry  — kitten 

But,  och  !  that  night,  araang  the  shaws,       woods 

She  got  a  fearfu'  settlin' ! 
She  through  the  whins,  and  by  the  cairn,     gone 

And  owre  the  hill  gaed  scrieven,  scrambling 
Where  three  lairds'  lands  meet  at  a  bum,* 

To  dip  her  left  sark-sleeve  in, 

Was  bent  that  night. 

1  A  gutter  at  the  bottom  of  a  dung-hill. 

*  Take  an  opportunity  of  going,  unnoticed,  to  a  bean-stack, 
and  fathom  it  three  times  round.  The  last  fathom  of  the  last 
time  you  will  catch  in  your  arms  the  appearance  of  your 
future  conjugal  yoke-fellow.  —  B. 

*  You  go  out,  one  or  more,  for  this  is  a  social  spell,  to  a 
VOL.  I.  9 
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WLyles  owre  a  linn  the  burnie  plays,         fej 

As  through  the  glen  it  wimpl't;  wheeled 

Whyles  round  a  rocky  scaur  it  strays  ;       cua 

Whyles  in  a  wiel  it  diinpl*t;  eddy 

Whyles  glittered  to  the  nightly  rays, 

Wi'  bickering,  dancing  dazzle  ;  racing 

Whyles  cookit  underneath  the  braes,  *^;^^j 

Below  the  spreading  hazel, 

Unseen  that  night 

Amang  the  brackens,  on  the  brae,      '  fern 

Between  her  and  the  moon, 
The  deil,  or  else  an  outler  quey,     unhoused  cow 

Grat  up  and  gae  a  croon :  mowi 

Poor  Leezie's  heart  maist  lap  the  hool ;  <'«»o 

Near  lav'rock-height  she  jumpit,  u^rk 

But  mist  a  fit,  and  in  the  pool  ftwt 

Out-owre  the  lugs  she  plumpit,  e»M 
Wi'  a  plunge  that  night. 

In  order,  on  the  clean  heart  h-stane. 

The  luggies  three*  are  ranged  dUha* 

south  running  spring  or  rivulet,  where  "  three  lairds'  lands 
meet,"  and  dip  your  left  sliirt-aloeve.  Qo  to  bed  in  sight  of  a 
fire,  and  hang  your  wet  Hlceve  before  it  to  dry.  Lie  awake, 
and  Hoinutiniu  nuar  inidui^it  an  api>arition,  having  the  exact 
tigurc  of  tht'  grand  object  in  (|UU8tion,  will  come  and  turn  the 
Mioeve,  08  if  to  dry  the  other  side  of  it.  —  B. 

1  Talie  three  dishes ;  put  clean  water  in  one,  foul  wat«r  in 
another,  leave  the  third  empty;  blindfold  a  pcrwon,  and  lead 
him  to  the  hearth  where  the  dishco  arc  ninge<l;  he  (or  she) 
dips  the  lell  hand  —  if  by  chance  in  the  clean  water,  the  fW 


iBT.  27]  HALLOWEEN.  131 

And  every  time  great  care  is  ta'en 

To  see  them  duly  changed: 
Auld  Uncle  John,  wha  wedlock's  joys 

Sin'  Mar's  year  ^  did  desire, 
Because  he  gat  the  toom  dish  thrice        empty 

He  heaved  them  on  the  fire 

In  wrath  that  night. 

Wi'  merry  sangs,  and  friendly  cracks, 

I  wat  they  did  na  weary ; 
And  unco  tales,  and  funny  jokes, 

Their  spoils  were  cheap  and  cheery ; 
Till  buttered  so'ns,*  wi'  fragrant  lunt,        smoke 

Set  a'  their  gabs  a-steerin' ;  mouths 

Syne,  wi'  a  social  glass  o'  strunt,  spirits 

They  parted  aff  careerin' 

Fu'  blithe  that  night.' 

ture  husband  or  wife  will  come  to  the  bar  of  matrimony  a 
maid;  if  in  the  foul,  a  widow;  if  in  the  empty  dish,  it  fore- 
tells, with  equal  certainty,  no  marriage  at  all.  It  is  repeated 
three  times,  and  every  time  the  arrangement  of  the  dishes  is 
altered.  —  B. 

1  The  year  1715,  when  the  Earl  of  Mar  raised  an  insurrec- 
tion in  Scotland. 

2  Sowens,  [a  dish  made  of  the  seeds  of  oat-meal  soured] 
with  butter  instead  of  milk  to  them,  is  always  the  Hallow- 
een supper.  —  B. 

*  The  most  of  the  ceremonies  appropriate  to  Halloween,  in- 
cluding all  those  of  an  adventurous  character,  are  now  dis- 
used. Meetings  of  young  people  still  take  place  on  that 
evening,  both  in  country  and  town,  but  their  frolics  are  usual- 
ly limited  to  ducking  for  apples  in  tubs  of  water — a  cere- 
mony overlooked  hy  Burns  —  the  lottery  of  the  dishes,  and 
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NOTE   TO   HALLOWEEN. 

Mr.  John  Mayne,  a  comparatively  obscure  follower 
of  the  Scottish  Muses,  had  attempted  a  poem  on  the 
subject  of  Halloween,  forming  twelve  stanzas.  It  ap- 
peared in  Ruddiman's  Weekly  Magazine,  November 
1780,  and  therefore  may  have  been  seen  by  Burns. 
That  the  Ayrshire  poet  actually  saw  and  improved 
upon  this  composition  can  scarcely  be  doubted,  [?] 
afler  reading  the  following  specimens:  — 

«  »  *  • 

"  Ranged  round  a  bleezing  ingle-side, 
Where  nowther  cauld  nor  hunger  bide, 
The  farmer's  house,  wi'  secret  pride, 
Will  a'  convene  *  ♦  ♦ 

"  Placed  at  their  head  the  guidwife  sits. 
And  deals  round  apples,  pears,  and  nits, 
Syne  tells  her  guests  how,  at  sic  bits, 

Where  she  has  been. 
Bogles  hae  gart  folk  tyne  their  wits  mado-ioM 
At  Halloween. 


"  A'  things  prepared  in  order  due, 
Gosh  guide's!  what  foarfu'  pranks  ensue! 
Some  i'  the  kiln-pat  (hraw  a  clue, 

At  whilk,  bedccn,  ibrthwlth 

Their  sweethearts  at  the  far-end  pu'. 

At  Halloween. 

pulling  cabbage-flUilkR.  The  other  oaremoniM  art  diaooon- 
tenanced  as  more  supcratitious  than  b  deiurable,  and  aom** 
what  dangeroua. 
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»  «  «  « 

"  But  'twere  a  langsome  tale  to  tell 
The  gates  o'  ilka  charm  and  spell ;  manner 

Ance  gaun  to  saw  hemp-seed  himsel', 

Puir  Jock  M'Lean 
Plump  in  a  filthy  peat-pot  fell, 
At  Halloween. 

"  Half-felled  wi'  fear,  and  drookit  weel,  kuied— drenched 
He  frae  the  mire  dought  hardly  spiel ;  could  — climb 
But  frae  that  time  the  silly  chiel 

Did  never  grien  long 

To  cast  his  cantrips  wi'  the  Deil,  speiia 

At  BLalloween." 


SECOND  EPISTLE   TO   DAVIE, 

A   BROTHEB  POET. 

AuLD  Neibor, 
I'm  three  times  doubly  o'er  your  debtor, 
For  your  auld-farrant,  frien'ly  letter;  sensible 

Though  I  maun  say't,  I  doubt  ye  flatter, 

Ye  speak  sae  fair : 
For  my  puir,  silly,  rhymin'  clatter 

Some  less  maun  sail.  aen* 

ITale  be  your  heart,  hale  be  your  fiddle  ; 
Lang  may  your  elbock  jink  and  diddle, 
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To  cheer  you  through  the  weary  widdle 
O'  war'ly  cares, 

Till  bairns'  bairns  kindly  cuddle 

Your  auld  gray  hairs. 


busUa 


But,  Davie  lad,  I'm  red  ye're 

glaikit ; 
I'm  tauld  the  Muse  ye  hae  negleckit; 
And  gif  it's  sae,  ye  sud  be  licket, 

Until  ye  fyke ; 
Sic  hauns  as  you  sud  ne'er  be  faiket, 

Be  hain't  wha  like. 


told 
InattentiTe 

beaten 
shrug 

■pared 
•aTed 


For  me,  I'm  on  Parnassus'  brink, 

Rivin'  the  words  to  gar  them  clink  ;  make 

Whyles  daez't  wi'  love,  whyles  daez't  wi'  drink, 

Wi'  jads  or  masons  ;  Jadee 

And  whyles,  but  aye  owre  late,  I  think, 

Braw  sober  lessons. 


Of  a'  the  thoughtless  sons  o'  man, 
Commen'  me  to  the  bardie  clan  ; 
Except  it  be  some  idle  plan 

O'  rhymin'  clink, 
The  devil-hae't,  (that  I  sud  ban!) 

They  ever  think. 


dtvU-A-UI 


Nae  thought,  nae  view,  nae  scheme  o'  livin', 

Nae  cares  to  gie  us  joy  or  grievin'; 

But  jiixt  th(>.  pouclde  put  the  nieve  in,  M 
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And  while  ought's  there, 
Then  hihie  skiltie,  we  gae  scrievin',        scrambUng 
And  fash  nae  mair.  trouble 

Leeze  me  on  rhyme !   it's  aye  a  treasure, 

My  chief,  amaist  my  only  plea.-;ure,    [Commend  me  to 

At  hame,  a-fiel',  at  wark,  or  leisure  ; 

The  Muse,  poor  hizzie !     wench 
Though  rough  and  raploch  be  her  measure,    eoarae 

She's  seldom  lazy. 

Haud  to  the  Muse,  my  dainty  Davie : 

The  warl'  may  play  you  monie  a  shavie;     trfck 

But  for  the  Muse,  she'll  never  leave  ye, 

Though  e'er  sae  puir, 
Na,  even  though  lira  pin'  wi'  the  spa  vie        spaTin 

Frae  door  to  door. 


THE  BRAES  O'  BALLOCHMYLE.» 

The  Catrine  woods  were  yellow  seen, 
The  flowers  decayed  on  Catrine  lea, 

*  Composed  on  the  amiable  and  excellent  family  of  White-, 
foord's  leaving  Ballochmyle,  when  Sir  John's  misfortunes 
obliged  him  to  sell  the  estate.  —  B.  Maria  was  Biiss  White- 
fbord,  afterwards  Mrs.  Cranstoon.    « 
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Nae  lav'rock  sang  on  hillock  green, 
But  Nature  sickened  on  the  ee. 

Through  faded  groves  Maria  sang, 
Hersel'  in  beauty's  bloom  the  while. 

And  aye  the  wild-wood  echoes  rang, 
Fareweel  the  Braes  o'  Ballochmyle ! 

Low  in  your  wintry  beds,  ye  flowers, 

Again  ye'll  flourish  fresh  and  fair ; 
Ye  birdies  dumb,  in  with'ring  bowers, 

Again  ye'll  charm  the  vocal  air. 
But  here,  alas  I   for  me  nae  mair 

Shall  birdie  charm,  or  flow'ret  smile  ; 
Fareweel  the  bonnie  banks  of  Ayr, 

Fareweel,  fareweel  I   sweet  Ballochmyle  I 


MAN  WAS  MADE  TO  MOURN. 


"  Several  of  the  poems,"  says  Gilbert  Bums,  "  were 
produced  for  the  purpose  of  bringing  forward  some 
favourite  sentiment  of  the  author.  He  used  to  remark 
to  me,  that  ho  could  not  well  conceive  a  more  mortify- 
ing picture  of  human  life  Uian  a  man  seeking  work. 
Id  casting  about  in  his  mind  how  this  sentiment  might 
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be  brought  forward,  the  elegy  Man  was  made  to  Mourn 
was  composed." 

"When  chill  November's  surly  blast 

Made  fields  and  forests  bare, 
One  evening,  as  I  wandered  forth 

Along  the  banks  of  Ayr, 
I  spied  a  man  whose  aged  step 

Seemed  weary,  worn  with  care ; 
His  face  was  furrowed  o'er  with  years, 

And  hoary  was  his  hair. 

"  Young  stranger,  whither  wanderest  thou  ?  ** 

Began  the  reverend  sage : 
"  Does  thirst  of  wealth  thy  step  constrain, 

Or  youthful  pleasures  rage  ! 
Or  haply,  prest  with  cares  and  woes, 

Too  soon  thou  hast  began 
To  wander  forth,  with  me,  to  mourn 

The  miseries  of  man. 

"  The  sun  that  overhangs  yon  moors, 

Outspreading  far  and  wide, 
Where  hundreds  labour  to  support 

A  haughty  lordling's  pride  : 
I've  seen  yon  weary  winter-sun 

Twice  forty  times  return. 
And  every  time  has  added  proofs 

That  man  was  made  to  mourn. 


138      MAN  WAS  MADE  TO  MOURN.     (1785. 

"  Oh,  man  !   while  in  thy  early  years, 

How  prodigal  of  time ; 
Misspending  all  thy  precious  hours, 

Thy  glorious  youthful  prime ! 
Alternate  follies  take  the  sway  ; 

Licentious  passions  bum  ; 
Which  tenfold  force  gives  Nature's  law, 

That  man  was  made  to  mourn. 

"  Look  not  alone  on  youthful  prime, 

Or  manhood's  active  might  ; 
Man  then  is  useful  to  his  kind. 

Supported  is  his  right : 
But  see  him  on  the  edge  of  life, 

With  cares  and  sorrows  worn  ; 
Then  Age  and  Want  —  oh  ill-matched  pair !  — 

Shew  man  was  made  to  mourn. 

"A  few  seem  favourites  of  fate, 

In  Pleasure's  lap  carest; 
Tet  think  not  all  the  rich  and  great 

Are  likewise  truly  blest. 
But,  oh  !    what  crowds  in  every  land, 

All  wretched  and  forlorn  I 
Through  weary  life  this  lesson  learn  ^ 

That  man  was  made  to  mourn. 

**Many  and  sharp  the  numerous  ills 
Inwoven  with  our  frame! 
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More  pointed  still  we  make  ourselves 

Re^et,  remorse,  and  shame ; 
And  man,  —  whose  heaven-erected  face 

The  smiles  of  love  adorn,  — 
Man's  inhumanity  to  man 

Makes  countless  thousands  mourn ! 

**  See  yonder  poor,  o'erlaboured  wight, 

So  abject,  mean,  and  vile. 
Who  begs  a  brother  of  the  earth 

To  give  him  leave  to  toil ; 
And  see  his  lordly  fellow-worm 

The  poor  petition  spurn. 
Unmindful,  though  a  weeping  wife 

And  helpless  offspring  mourn. 

"  If  I'm  designed  yon  lordling's  slave  — 

By  Nature's  law  designed  — 
Why  was  an  independent  wish 

E'er  planted  in  my  mind? 
If  not,  why  am  I  subject  to 

His  cruelty  or  scorn  ? 
Or  why  has  man  the  will  and  power 

To  make  his  fellow  mourn  ? 

**  Yet  let  not  this  too  much,  my  son. 

Disturb  thy  youthful  breast ; 
This  partial  view  of  human-kind 

Is  surely  not  the  last ! 
rhe  poor,  oppressed,  honest  man, 
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Had  never,  sure,  been  born, 
Had  there  not  been  some  recompense 
To  comfort  those  that  mourn ! 

*  Oh,  Death !  the  poor  man's  dearest  friend  — 

The  kindest  and  the  best! 
Welcome  the  hour,  my  aged  limbs 

Ai'e  laid  with  thee  at  rest ! 
The  great,  the  wealthy,  fear  thy  blow, 

From  pomp  and  pleasure  torn  I 
But,  oh  !   a  blest  relief  to  those 

That  weary-laden  mourn  ! "  * 

^  The  metrical  structure,  and  some  other  features  of  this 
poem,  may  be  traced  to  an  old  stall-ballad,  entitled  the  Lift 
and  Age  of  Man,  which  Mr.  Cromek  recovered,  and  which 
opens  thus:  — 

"  Upon  the  sixteen  hunder  year 

Of  God  and  fifty-throe, 
Frae  Christ  was  born,  that  bought  us  dear. 

As  writings  testifio ; 
On  January  the  sixteenth  day, 

As  r  did  ly  alone, 
With  many  a  sigh  and  sob  did  say, 

Ah !  man  is  made  to  moan." 
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THE    COTTER'S   SATURDAY  NIGHT. 

IKSCBIBED  TO   BOBEBT  AIKEX,  ESQ.l 

"  Let  not  ambition  mock  their  nsefdl  toil, 
Their  homely  joys  and  destiny  obscure; 
Nor  grandeur  hear,  with  a  disdainful  smile, 
The  short  and  simple  annals  of  the  poor."  —  Gray. 

Robert  had  begun,  some  time  before  his  father's 
death,  to  take  a  part  in  the  family  devotions,  reading 
"  the  chapter "  and  giving  out  the  psalm.  After  the 
death  of  William  Burness,  it  fell  to  the  poet  by  right 
of  ancient  custom,  he  being  the  eldest  born,  to  take  on 
himself  the  whole  function  of  the  family-priest,  and  he 
conducted  the  cottage-worship  every  night  when  at 
home  during  the  whole  time  of  his  residence  at  Mo6»- 
giel.  More  than  this,  his  sister  and  another  surviving 
member  of  the  household  speak  in  the  warmest  terms 
of  the  style  of  his  prayers.  The  latter  individual  2 
states,  that  he  has  never  since  listened  to  anj-thing 
equal  to  these  addresses.  These  facts,  it  will  be  ad- 
mitted, form  an  interesting  prelude  to  the  beautiful 
poem  in  which  Bums  has  placed  in  everlasting  re- 
membrance this  phase  of  the  rustic  life  of  Scotland. 
Gilbert  Bums  gives  us  an  account  of  what  immedi- 

1  Probably  the  first  verse  and  inscription  to  Mr.  Aiken 
were  added  afterwards. 

*  Mr.  William  Konald,  now  a  &rmer  in  the  neighborhood  of 
Beith,  in  Ayrshire  (1864). 


142  COTTKB's    SATURDAY    NIGHl.  [1785. 

ately  prompted  his  brother  to  compose  this  immortal 
work.  "  He  had  frequently,"  says  Gilbert,  "  remarked 
to  me  that  he  thought  there  was  something  peculiarly- 
venerable  in  the  phrase  '  Let  us  worship  God,'  used 
by  a  decent  sober  head  of  a  family  introducing  fam- 
ily-worship. To  this  sentiment  of  the  author  the 
world  is  indebted  for  the  Cotter's  Saturday  Night." 
It  needs  only  further  to  be  remarked,  that  the  poet 
found  a  model  in  one  of  the  best  poems  of  his  prede- 
cessor Fergusson,  entitled  The  Farmer's  Ingle. 

My     loved,     my     honoured,     much-respected 
friend ! 
No  mercenary  bard  his  homage  pays ; 
With  honest  pride,  I  scorn   each  selfish  end ; 
My    dearest  meed,   a    friend's  esteem  and 

praise. 
To  you  I  sing,  in  simple  Scottish  lays, 
The  lowly  train  in  life's  sequestered  scene ; 
The    native   feelings    strong,   the    guileless 
ways; 
What  Aiken  in  a  cottage  would  have  been ; 
Ah !    though    his    worth    unknown,   fur   happier 
there,  I  ween  I 

November  chill  blaws  loud  wi'  angry 

sugh ;  nolM 

The  short'ning  winter-day  is  near  a  close  ; 
The  miry  beasts  retreating  frae  the  pleugh, 
The    black'ning    trains    o'    craws    to   their 
repose: 
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The  toil-worn  cotter  frae  his  labour  goes,  — 
This  night  his  weekly  moil  is  at  an  end,  — 
Collects   his   spades,  his  mattocks,  and   his 
hoes, 
Hoping  the  mom  in  ease  and  rest  to  spend. 
And    weary,    o'er    the    moor,    his    course   does 
hameward  bend.* 

At  length  his  lonely  cot  appears  in  view, 

Beneath  the  shelter  of  an  aged  tree; 
Th'    expectant   wee    things,    toddlin', 

stacher  through  stagger 

To  meet  their  dad,  wi'  flichterin'       fluttering 

noise  and  glee. 
His  wee  bit  ingle,  blinking  bonnily. 
His  clean  hearthstane,  his  thriftie  wifie's  smile, 

The  lisping  infant  prattling  on  his  knee, 
Does  a'  his  weary  kiaugh  and  care        aaxiety 
beguile. 
And  makes  him  quite  forget  his  labour  and  his  toiL 

1  The  opening  verse  of  The  Farmer's  Ingle  bears  a  consid' 
erable  resemblance  to  this :  — 

"  Whan  gloamin'  gray  out-owre  the  welkin  keeks, 
Whan  BawtJe  ca's  the  owsen  to  the  byre, 

Whan  Thrasher  John,  sair  dung,  his  barn-door  jaded 

sleeks,  ehnt* 

Whan  lusty  lasses  at  the  dighting  tire  —  winnowing 
What  bangs  fu'  leal  the  e'ening's  coming  cauld,  beat*— truly 

And  gars  snaw-tappit  winter  freeze  in  vain, .  m&kea 
Gars  dowie  mortals  look  baith  blithe  and  bauld, 

Nor  fleyed  wi'  a'  the  puirtith  o'  the  plain  —  frightened 
Begin,  my  Muse,  and  chant  in  bamely  strain." 
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Belyve,  the  elder  bairns  come  By  and  by 

drapping  in, 
At  service  out,  amang  the  farmers  roun* : 
Some  ca'  the  pleugh,  some  herd,  some 

tentie  rin  attentirely 

A  cannie  errand  to  a  neibof  town :         e»«y 
Their    eldest    hope,    their    Jenny,    woman 
grown. 
In  youthfu'  bloom,  love   sparkling  in  her  e'e, 
Comes  hame,  perhaps  to  shew  a  braw  new 
gown, 
Or  deposit  her  sair-won  penny-fee,  wmg«i 

To  help  her   parents   dear,  if  they  in   hardship 
be. 

With   joy    unfeigned,    brothers    and    sisters 
meet. 
And  each  for  other's  weelfare  kindly 

spiers  :  Inquiret 

The     social     hours,    swift-winged,     unnoticed 
fleet; 
Each  tells  the  uncos  that  he  sees  or     nam 

hears; 
The    parents,    partial,    eye     their    hopeful 
years ; 
Anticipation  forward  points  tlie  view. 

The  mother,  wi'  her  needle  and  her  shears, 
Gars  auld   claes   look    amaist   as  weel's    the 
new  — 
The  father  mixes  a'  wi'  admonition  due. 
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Their  master's  and  their  mistress's  command, 

The  younkers  a'  are  warned  to  obey  ; 
And  mind  their  labours  wi'  an  eydent    duigent 
hand, 

And  ne'er,  though  out  o'  sight,  to  jauk  daUy 

or  play  : 
*♦  And  oh  !  be  sure  to  fear  the  Lord  alway ! 
And  mind  your  duty,  duly,  morn  and  night! 

Lest  in  temptation's  path  ye  gang  astray. 
Implore  His  counsel  and  assisting  might: 
They    never    sought    in    vain    that"  sought    the 
Lord  aright ! " 

But,  hark  !  a  rap  comes  gently  to  the  door ; 
Jenny,  wiia  kens  the  meaning  o'  the  same, 
Tells  how  a  neibor  lad  cam  o'er  the  moor. 
To  do  some  errands,  and  convoy  her  harae. 
The  wily  mother  sees  the  conscious  flame 
Sparkle  in  Jenny's  e'e,  and  flush  her  cheek ; 
With    heart-struck    anxious    care    inquires 
his  name. 
While  Jenny  hafflins  is  afraid  to  speak  ;    hair 
Weel  pleased   the   mother   heafs   it's   nae  wild, 
worthless  rake. 

Wi'  kindly  welcome,  Jenny  brings  him  ben ;   fa, 
A  strappin'  youth  ;  he  taks  the  mother's  eye  ; 

Blithe  Jenny  sees  the  visit's  no  ill-ta'en ; 
Th(.  father   cracks   of  horses,  pleughs,' and 

k  vc. 

v,.i..  I.  20 
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The  youngster's   artless  heart   o'erflowa  wi' 

joy. 

But  blate  and  lathefu',  scarce    bashfoi— hedtaang 

can  weel  behave ; 

The  mother,  wi'  a  woman's  wiles,  can   spy 

What  makes   the   youth  sae   bashfu*  and   sae 

grave : 

Weel    pleased    to    think    her    bairn's    respected 

like    the   lave.  other  people 

Oh   happy    love !  —  where    love    like    this   is 
found ! 
Oh  heartfelt  raptures !  —  bliss  beyond  com- 
pare ! 
I've  paced  much  this  weary,  mortal  round, 
And  sage  experience  bids  me  this  declare  :  — 
If  Hcjiven  a  draught  of  heavenly  pleasure 
spare, 
One  cordial  in  this  melancholy  vale, 

'Tis  when  a  youthful,  loving,  modest  jmir 
In  other's  arms  breatiie  out   the  tender  tale, 
Beneath   the   milk-while    thorn    that   scents    the 
evening  gale. 

Is  there,  in  human  form,  that   bears  a  heart, 
A  wretch,  a  villain,  lost  to  love  and  truth, 

That  can,  with  studied,  sly,  ensnaring  art. 
Betray  sweet  Jenny's  unsus|>ecting  youth  '■: 
Curse    on    his    perjur'd    art^i!    dissembling 
smooth ! 
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Are  honour,  virtue,  conscience,  all  exiled? 

Is  there  no  pity,  no  relenting  ruth. 
Points  to  the  parents  fondling  o'er  their  child  ? 
Then  paints  the  ruined  maid,  and  their  distrac- 
tion wild? 

But    now    the    supper    crowns    their    simple 

board,  — 

The  halesome  parritch,  chief  of  porridge 

Scotia's  food ; 

The  soupe  their  only  hawkie  does  afford,  cow 

That  'yont  the  hallan  snugly  chows       porch 

her  cood  : 
The    darae    brings    forth,    in    complimental 
mood, 
To  grace  tlie  lad,  her  weel-hain'd         weu-sayed 

^  kebbuck,    fell,  cheese  — biting 

And  aft  he's  prest,  and  aft  he  ca's  it  guid ; 
The  frugal  wifie,  garrulous,  will  tell, 
How  'twas  a  towmond  auld,  sin'  twelvemonth 

lint   was   i'    the   bell.  flax  was  in  flower 

The  cheerfu'  supper  done,  wi'  serious  face, 

They,  round  the  ingle,  form  a  circle  wide ; 
The  sire  turns  o'er,  with  patriarchal  grace. 
The  big  ha'  Bible,  ance  his  father's  pride; 
His  bonnet  rev'i-ently  is  laid  aside. 
His  lyart  haffetd  wearing  thin  and    graytempW 
bare  ; 
Those  strains  that  once  did   sweet  in  Zion 
glide, 
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He  wales  a  portion  with  judicious  care ;  aeieoti 
And  "  Let    us    worship    Goi> ! "    he    says,    with 
solemn  air. 

They    chant    their    artless    notes    in    simple 
guise ; 
They  tune  their  hearts,  by  far  the  noblest 
aim: 
Perhaps  Dundee^s  wild-warbling  measures  rise, 
Or  plaintive  Martyrs,  worthy  of  the  name, 
Or  noble  Elgin  beets  the  heavenward  flame, 
The  sweetest  far  of  Scotia's  holy  lays :     [feeda 
Compared    with    these,    Italian     trills    are 
tame ; 
The  tickled  ear  no  heartfelt  raptures  raise  ; 
Nae  unison  liae  they  with  our    Creator's  praise. 

The  priest-like  father  reads  tl>e  sacred  page  — 

How    Abram  was   the   friend    of   God    on 
high ; 
Or,  Moses  bade  eternal  wai'fare  wage 

With  Amalek's  ungracious  progeny  ; 

Or  how  the  royal  bard  did  gmaning  lie 
Beneath  the  stroke  of  Heaven's  avenging  ire; 

Or  Job's  patitelic  plaint,  and  wailing  cry  : 
Or  rapt  Isaiah's  wild,  seraphic  fire ; 
Or  other  holy  seers  that  tune  the  sacred  lyre. 

l\'rl»ap>  the  Christian  vuhinio  is  the  theme  — 
lluw    guiltless    blood   for    guilty    man    wu.-- 

»li(-d  : 
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How    He,   who   bore  in    heaven    the    second 
name, 
Had  not  on  earth  whereon  to  lay  his  head : 
How  his  first  followers  and  servants  sped  : 
The   precepts    sage    they    wrote    to    many    a 
land: 
How  he,  who  lone  in  Patmos  banished, 
Saw  in  the  sun  a  mighty  angel  stand. 
And  heard  great  Bab'lon's  doom  pronounced  by 
Heaven's  command. 

Then  kneeling  down  to  Heaven's  Eternal 

King, 

The    saint,    the    father,    and    the    husband 

prays : 

Hope  "springs  exulting  on  triumphant  wing,"' 

That   thus    they   all   shall   meet   in    future 

days : 
There  ever  bask  in  uncreated  rays, 
No  more  to  sigh,  or  shed  the  bitter  tear, 

Together  hymning  their  Creator's  praise, 
In  such  society,  yet  still  more  dear ; 
While  circling  Time  moves  round  in  an  eternal 
sphere. 

Compared  with  this,  how  poor  Religion's  pride, 
In  all  the  pomp  of  method  and  of  art, 

When  men  display  to  congregations  wide, 
Devotion's  every  grace,  except  the  heart! 
1  Pope'8  Windtor  Forest-   -  B. 
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Tlie    Power,    inctjnsed,    the     pageant    will 
desert, 
The  pompous  strain,  the  sacerdotal  stole ; 

But,  liaply,  in  some  cottage  far  apart. 
May  hear,  well  pleased,  the   language  of  the 
soul ; 
And  in  His  book  of  life  the  inmates  poor  enroL 

Then  homeward  all  take  off  their  several  way ; 

The  youngling  cottagers  retire  to  rest : 
The  parent-pair  their  secret  homage  pay, 
And     proffer     up    to    Heaven     the    warm 

request, 
That  He,  who  stills  the  raven's  clamorous 
nest, 
And  decks  the  lily  fair  in  flowery  pride, 

Would,  in  the  way  His  wisdom  sees  the  best, 
For  them  and  for  their  little  ones  provide ; 
But,  chiefly,  in    their   hearts   with   grace  divine 
preside. 

From  scenes  like  these  old  Scotia's  grandeur 
springs. 
That   makes   her    loved    at   home,   revered 
abroad  : 
Princes  and  lonls  are  but  the  breath  of  kings, 
"An  honest  man's  the  noblest  work  of  God;" 
And  certeH,  in  fair  Virtue's  heavenly  road, 
The  cottage  leaves  the  pala(;e  far  behind  : 
What  is  a  lonlling's  |K)mp?  —  a  cumbrous 
load, 
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Disguising  oft  the  wretch  of  human  kind, 
Studied  in  arts  of  hell,  in  wickedness  refined ! 

Oh  Scotia !    my  dear,  my  native  soil ! 

For  whom  my  warmest  wish  to  Heaven  is 
sent, 
Long  may  thy  hardy  sons  of  rustic  toil 
Be  blest  with  health,  and  peace,  and  sweet 

content ! 
And   oh !    may   Heaven    their   simple   lives 
prevent 
From  luxury's  contagion,  weak  and  vile  ! 

Then,  howe'er  crowns  and  coronets  be  rent, 
A  virtuous  populace  may  rise  the  while, 
ind    stand  a   wall  of  fire  around    their   much- 
loved  isle. 

Oh  Thou  !   who  poured  the  patriotic  tide, 
That  streamed  through  Wallace's  undaunted 
heart, 
Who  dared  to  nobly  stem  tyrannic  pride. 
Or  nobly  die,  the  second  glorious  part, 
(The  patriot's  God,  peculiarly  thou  art. 
His  friend,  inspirer,  guardian,  and  reward !) 

Oh  never,  never,  Scotia's  realm  desert  ; 
But  still  the  patriot,  and  the  patriot  bard, 
In    bright    succession   raise,  her  ornament   and 
guard ! 
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ADDRESS   TO   THE   DEIL. 

"  Oh  prftice,  oh  chief  of  many  throned  powers, 
That  led  th'  embattled  seraphim  to  war !  "  —  Miltok. 

The  Address  to  the  Deil  appears  to  have  been 
produced  in  early  winter,  probably  before  the  month 
of  November  had  expired.  Gilbert  recollected  his 
brother  repeating  the  poem  to  him  as  they  were  going 
together  with  their  carts  to  bring  coal  for  the  family 
fire. 

Oh  thou  !   whatever  title  suit  thee, 
Auld  Homie,  Satan,  Nick,  or  Clootie/ 
Wha  in  yon  cavera  grim  and  sootie, 

Closed  under  hatches, 
Spairges  about  the  brunstane  cootie,'        dMhe« 

To  scaud  poor  wretches ! 

Hear  me,  auld  Hangie,  for  a  wee, 
And  let  poor  d — d  bodies  be ; 
I'm  sure  sma'  pleasure  it  can  gie. 
E'en  to  a  deil, 

1  A  Scotch  appellative  of  Satan,  from  his  doran  fcet  or 
daot*. 

3  Bums  here  ima^rines  a  foot-pail,  called  in  Scotland  a 
Modt,  an  employed  by  Satan  in  distributing  brimstone  over 
Uie  unfurtunates  under  liis  care. 
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To  skelp  and  scaud  poor  dogs  like  me,  beat 

And  hear  us  squeel  ! 

Great  is  thy  power,  and  great  thy  fame ; 
Far  kenned  and  noted  is  thy  name ; 
And  though  yon  lowin'  heugh's  thy  hame, 

Thou  travels  far  ;  [flaming  hoUow 

And,  faith  !   thou's  neither  lag  nor  lame,        slow 

Nor  blate   nor  scaur,    baahful  —  easUy  scared 

Whyles,  ranging  like  a  roaring  lion. 
For  prey  a'  holes  and  corners  tryin' ; 
Whyles  on  the  strong-winged  tempest  flyin', 

Tirlin'  the  kirks  ;  Uncoyering 

Whyles  in  the  human  basora  pryin'. 

Unseen  thou  lurks. 

I've  heard  my  reverend  grannie  say. 
In  lanely  glens  ye  like  to  stray ; 
Or  where  auld  ruined  castles  gray 

Nod  to  the  moon, 
Ye  fright  the  nightly  wanderer's  way 

Wi'   eldritch    croon.  fearful  moan 

When  twilight  did  my  grannie  summon, 

To  say  her  prayers,  douce  honest  woman  !  «)ber 

Aft  yont  the  dike  she's  heard  you  bummin', 

Wi'  eerie  drone  ;  divaty 

Or,  rustlin',  through  the  boortrees  comin',  •ider-tree* 

Wi'  heavy  groan. 
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Ae  dreary,  windy,  winter-night, 

The  stars  shot  down  wi'  sklentin'  light,     glancing 

Wi'  you,  mysel',  I  gat  a  fright 

Ayont  the  lough  ; 
Ye,  like  a  rash-bush,  stood  in  sight,  ruah 

Wi'  waving  sough. 

The  cudgel  in  my  nieve  did  shake,  ftst 

Each  bristled  hair  stood  like  a  stake. 

When  wi'  an  eldritch,  stoor  quaick  —  quaick  — 

Amang  the  springs,  [frightful  — hoane 

Awa'  ye  squattcred,  like  a  drake. 

On  whistling  wings. 

Let  warlocks  grim,  and  withered  hags, 
Tell  how  wi'  you,  on  ragweed  nags. 
They  skim  the  muirs  and  dizzy  crags, 

Wi'  wicked  speed ; 
And  in  kirk-yards  renew  their  leagu«- 

Owre  howkit  dead.  oi.<.,«ua 

Thence  countra  wives,  wi'  toil  and  pain, 

May  plunge  and  plunge  the  kirn  in  vain  ;  chum 

For,  oh  !    the  yellow  treasure's  ta'en 

By  witching  skill ; 
And  dawtit,  twal-pint  Hawkie's  gaen  pett«i— cow"* 

As  yell's  the  bill.  miikiM-buii 

Thenct^  mystic  knots  mak  great  abuse, 
On  ^oung  guidmun,  fond,  keen,  and  crouse. 
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When  the  best  wark-luine  i'  the  house, 

By  cantrip  wit, 
Is  instant  made  no  worth  a  louse. 

Just  at  the  bit. 

When  thowes  dissolve  the  snawy  hoord, 
And  float  the  jinglin'  icy  boord, 
Then  water-kelpies  haunt  the  foord, 

By  your  direction  ; 
And  'nighted  travellers  are  allured 

To  their  destruction. 

And  aft  your  moss-traversing  spunkies 
Decoy  the  wight  that  late  and  drunk  is : 
The  bleezin',  curst,  mischievous  monkeys 

Delude  his  eyes, 
Till  in  some  miry  slough  he  sunk  is. 

Ne'er  mair  to  rise. 

When  mason's  mystic  word  and  grip, 
In  storms  and  tempests  raise  you  up. 
Some  cock  or  cat  your  rage  maun  stop, 

Or,  strange  to  tell ! 
The  youngest  brother  ye  wad  whip 

Aff  straught  to  h — ! 

Lang  syne,  in  Eden's  bonny  yard, 
When  youthfu'  lovers  first  were  paired, 
And  all  the  soul  of  love  they  shared, 
The  raptured  hour. 
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Sweet  on  the  fragrant  flowery  swaird, 
In  shady  bower,*  — 

Then 'you,  ye  auld  sneck-drawing  dog!* 

Ye  came  to  Paradise  incog. 

And  played  on  man  a  cursed  brogue,  tricii 

(Black  be  your  fa' !) 
And  gied  the  infant  warld  a  shog,  ahaka 

'Maist  ruined  a'. 

D'ye  mind  that  day,  when  in  a  bizz,  bustle 

Wi'    reekit   duds,    and    reeStit    smoked  clothes -- withered 
gizz,  hair 

Ye  did  present  your  smootie  phiz 

'Mang  better  folk, 
And  sklented  on  the  man  of  Uzz  gUneed 

Your  spitefu*  joke? 


And  how  ye  gat  him  i'  your  thrall, 
And  brak  him  out  o'  house  and  hall. 
While  scabs  and  blotches  did  him  gall, 
Wi'  bitter  claw, 

1  This  verse  ran  originally  as  follows:  — 

Lang  syne,  in  I'^lcn's  happy  scene, 
When  strappin'  Adam's  days  were  green^ 
And  Eve  was  like  tny  bonnie  Jean, 

My  dearest  part, 
A  dancin*,  sweet,  young  handsome  quean, 
O'  guileless  heart. 
"* Sneck-drawing  dog"  expresses  a  stealthy,   innidious 
person,  who  opens  doora  by  drawing  the  SMcfe  or  latcli  un- 
heard. 
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And  lows'd  his  ill-tongued,  wicked  scawl,  scolding  wife 
Was  warst  ava  ? 

But  a'  your  doings  to  rehearse, 

Your  wily  snares  and  fechtin'  fierce,  figbting 

Sin'  that  day  Michael  did  you  pierce, 

Down  to  this  time, 
Wad  ding  a  Lallan  tongue,  or  Erse,         Lowland 

In  prose  or  rhyme. 

And  now,  auld  Cloots,  I  ken  ye're  thinkin', 

A  certain  bardie's  rantin',  drinkin', 

Some  luckless  hour  will  send  him  linkin'  tumbling 

To  your  black  pit; 
But,  faith  !  he'll  turn  a  corner  jinkin',        dodging 

And  cheat  you  yet. 

But  fare  you  weel,  auld  Nickie-ben ! 

O  wad  ye  tak  a  thought  and  men' ! 

Ye  aiblins  might  —  I  dinna  ken —  perbapi 

Still  hae  a  stake  — 
I'm  wae  to  think  upo'  yon  den, 

Even  for  your  sake ! 
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ON  JOHN  DOVE, 

INNKEEPER,   HAUCHLnnC 

Here  lies  Johnny  Pigeon  ; 
Wliat  was  his  religion  ? 

Wha  e'er  desires  to  ken, 
To  some  other  warl' 
Maun  follow  the  carl, 

For  here  Johnny  Pigeon  had  nana! 

Strong  ale  was  ablution, 
Small  beer  persecution, 

A  dram  was  memento  mori ; 
But  a  full-flowing  lx)wl 
Was  the  joy  of  his  soul, 

And  i)ort  was  ceK'stial  glory. 


THE  JOLLY  BEGGARS: 

A   CAMTATA. 

This  poem  is  understood  to  have  boi-n  t'mindi'ii  on 
the  poet's  ohservjition  of  an  actual  scene  which  oiu" 
nijrht  nn-t  iiis  eye,  when,  in  company  with  his  friends 
.lohn  liuhiiioiid  and  James  Smith,  he  dropiH'd  in'ci- 
dentally  at  a  lato  hour  info  the  humble  hostelry  of 
Mis.  (libiiun,  more  familiarly  naim>d  Pot».sie  Nansie. 
All'  I    witnesHing    nmch  jollity   atmmg^it   a  compauy 
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who  by  day  appeared  abroad  as  miserable  beggars, 
the  three  young  men  came  away,  Burns  professing 
to  have  been  greatly  amused  with  the  scene,  but 
particularly  with  the  gleesome  behavior  of  an  old 
maimed  soldier.  In  the  course  of  a  few  days,  he 
recited  a  part  of  the  poem  to  Richmond,  who  used  to 
say,  that,  to  the  best  of  his  recollection,  it  contained, 
in  its  original  complete  form,  songs  by  a  sweep  and 
a  sailor,  which  did  not  afterwards  appear. 

The  cantata  was  first  published  in  a  piratical  edi- 
tion of  the  author's  poems  by  Stewart,  Glasgow,  1801. 

RECITATIVO. 

When  lyart  leaves  bestrew  the  yird,  gray— earth 
Or  wavering  like  the  baukie-bird,  bat 

Bedim  cauld  Boreas'  blast ; 
"When  hailstanes  drive  wi  bitter  skyte        impulse 
And  infant  frosts  begin  to  bite. 

In  hoary  cranreuch  drest;  hoar-frost 

Ae  night  at  e'en  a  merry  core 

O'  randie,  gangrel  bodies,  sturdy  —  ragrant 

In   Poosie  Nansie's  held  the  splore,    merry-meeUi^ 
To  drink  their  orra  duddies  :       superfluous  clothes 
Wi'  quaffing  and  laughing 

They  ranted  and  they  sang ; 
Wi'  jumping  and  thumping, 
The  vera  girdle  ^  ransr. 

First,  niest  the  fire,  in  auld  red  rags, 
Ane  sat,  weel  braced  wi'  mealy  bags, 

1  An  iron  plate,  used  in  Scottish  cottages  for  bakiog  cakoa 
over  the  tire. 
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And  knapsack  a'  in  order ; 
His  doxy  lay  within  his  arm, 
Wi'  usquebae  and  blankets  warm  — 

She  blinket  on  her  sodger: 
And  aye  he  gies  the  tozie  drab  Upsj 

The  tither  skelpin'  kiss,  smacidng 

While  she  held  up  her  greedy  gab      moatb 
Just  like  an  auraos  dish.* 

Ilk  smack  still,  did  crack  still, 
Just  like  a  cadger's  '  whip, 
Then  staggering  and  swaggering, 
He  roared  this  ditty  up. 

AIR. 

TuNB  —  Soldiers'  Joy. 

I  am  a  son  of  Mars,  who  have  been  in  many  wars, 
And  shew  my  cuts  and  scars  wherever  I  come ; 
This  here  was  for  a  wench,  and  that  otiier  in  a 

trench, 
When  welcoming    the    French  at   the  sound  of 

the  drum. 

Lai  de  daudle,  etc. 

1  The  Scottish  beggan  used  to  carry  a  largo  wooden  diiih 
for  the  roception  of  any  n)in!<  which  took  the  vhape  of  foml. 
The  8ame  utensil  seoma  to  linvo  unco  ho«>n  (if  it  ifi  not  80 
still)  a  part  of  tlio  accolitri'inonts  of  a  continental  beggar. 
When  the  revolted  Nellierlandern.  in  the  sixteenth  century,  aji- 
sumi><l  the  character  of  Lt*  (luetu;,  or  the  Beggars,  a  t>eggar's 
wiHxlfH  rii/j  wiw  one  of  tlu'ir  inxignia. 

'■'  A  C'tilijfr  Ih  u  iniin  who  travfin  the  country  wlUi  a  horae 
or  ajtM,  currying  two  punnicnt  loaded  wiUi  vuriuuit  uiervhan- 
dise  for  the  counlry-jMiople.  —  CkuMKK. 
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My  'prenticeship  I  past  where  my  leader  breathed 

his  last, 
When  the   bloody  die  was   cast   on  the   heights 

of  Abram ;  ^ 
I  served  out  my  trade  when    the   gallant   game 

was  played, 
And  the  Morro'  low  was  laid  at   the  sound  of 

the  drum. 

Lai  de  daudle,  etc. 

I  lastly  was  with  Curtis,  among  the  floating- 
batteries,' 

And  there  I  left  for  witness  an  arm  and  a 
limb  ; 

Yet  let  my  country  need  me,  with  Elliot  *  to  head 
me, 

I  'd  clatter  on  my  stumps  at  the  sound  of  a  dram. 
Lai  de  daudle,  etc 

1  The  battle-ground  in  front  of  Quebec,  where  Wolfe  fell 
victoriously,  September,  1759. 

2  El  Morro,  the  castle  which  defends  the  entrance  to  the 
harbor  of  Santiago  or  St.  Jago,  a  small  island  near  the  south- 
ern shore  of  Cuba.  It  is  situated  on  an  eminence,  the  abut- 
ments being  cut  out  of  the  limestone  rock.  —  Logan's  Notts 
of  a  Tour,  etc.  Edinburgh,  1838.  In  1762,  this  castle  was 
stormed  and  taken  by  the  British,  after  which  the  Havana 
was  surrendered,  with  spoil  to  the  value  of  three  millions. 

8  The  destruction  of  the  Spanish  floating-batteries  during 
the  famous  siege  of  Gibraltar  in  1782  —  on  which  occasion  the 
gallant  Captain  Curtis  rendered  the  most  signal  service  —  is 
the  heroic  exploit  here  referred  to.  —  Mothkkwell. 

*  George  Augustus  Elliot,  created  Lord  Heathfield  for  his 
vol..  r.  11 


162  THE   JOLLY    BEGGARS.  [1785 

And   now  though   I    must   beg,  with   a  wooden 

arm  and  leg, 
And    many    a    tattered    rag   hanging   over   my 

bum, 
I'm   as   happy   with   my  wallet,   my  bottle   and 

my  callet,  wench 

As  when  I  used  in  scarlet  to  follow  a  drum. 
Lai  de  daudle,  etc. 

"What  though  with  hoary  locks  I  must  stand  the 

winter  shocks. 
Beneath  the  woods   and   rocks  oftentimes   for  a 

home. 
When   the   t'other   bag   I   sell,   and  the   t'other 

bottle  tell, 
I  could  meet  a  troop  of  h —  at  the  sound  of  a 

drum. 

Lai  de  daudle,  etc. 

RECITATIVO. 

He  ended ;  and  the  kebars  sheuk,         rafter* 

Aboon  the  chorus  roar ; 
While  frighted  rattons  backward  leuk, 

And  seek  the  benmost  bore.  innenno«t 

A  fairy  fiddler  frae  the  neuk, 

He  skirled  out  "  Encore ! "  iqaMM 

But  up  arose  the  martial  chuck, 

And  laid  the  loud  uproar. 

admirable  defence  of  UibralUur  during  a  siege  of  three  year* 
Bom  1717,  died  1700. 
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AIR. 
TuiTE —  Soldier  Laddie. 

I  once  was  a  maid,  though  I  cannot  tell  wlien, 
And  still  my  delight  is  in  proper  young  men ; 
Some  one  of  a  troop  of  di-agoons  was  my  daddie, 
No  wonder  I  'm  fond  of  a  sodger  laddie. 
Sing,  Lai  de  lal,  etc 

The  first  of  my  loves  was  a  swaggering  blade. 
To  rattle  the  thundering  drum  was  liis  trade ; 
His    leg    was    so    tight,    and    his    chtek    was    so 

ruddy. 
Transported  I  was  with  my  sodger  laddie. 
Sing,  Lal  de  lal,  etc. 

But  the  godly  old  chaplain  left  him  in  the  lurch, 
The  sword  I  foi*sook  for  the  sake  of  the  church ; 
He  ventured  the  soul,  and  I  risked  tlie  body  — 
'Twas  then  I  proved  false  to  my  sodger  laddie. 
Sing,  Lal  de  lal,  etc 

Full  soon  I  grew  sick  of  ray  sanctified  sot. 
The  regiment  at  large  for  a  husband  I  got ; 
From  the  gilded  s|>ontoon  to  the  fife  I  was  ready, 
I  a-ked  no  more  but  a  sodger  laddie. 

Sing,  Lal  de  lal,  etc 

But  the  peace  it  reduced  me  to  beg  in  despair. 
Till  I  met  my  old  boy  at  a  Cunningham  fairj 
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His  rags  regimental  they  fluttered  so  gaudy, 
My  heart  it  rejoiced  at  a  sodger  laddie. 

Sing,  Lai  de  lal,  etc. 

And  now  I  have  lived  —  I  know  not  how  long, 
And  still  I  can  join  in  a  cup  and  a  song ; 
But  whilst  with  both  hands  I  can  hold  the  glass 

steady, 
Here's  to  thee,  my  hero,  my  sodger  laddie. 
Sing,  Lal  de  lal,  etc 

RECITATIVO. 

Poor  Merry  Andrew  in  the  neuk, 

Sat  guzzling  wi*  a  tinkler  hizzie  ;•  wench 

They  mind't  na  wha  the   chorus  teuk. 

Between  themselves  they  were  sae  busy. 
At  length  wi'  drink  and  courting  dizzy, 

He  stoitcred  up  and  made  a  face ;        •taggored 
Then  turned,  and  laid  a  smack  on  Grizzle, 

Syne  tuned  his  pipes  wi'  grave  grimace. 

AIR. 

TuMK  —  Atdil  Sir  Synon, 

Sir  Wisdom's  a  fool   when  he's  fou,  druDk 

Sir  Knavo  is  a  fool  in  a  session  ;  ^ 

He's  there  but  a  'prentice  I  trow, 
But  I  am  a  fool  by  profession. 

>  Moaning,  appurcntly,  wlun   utiJur  trial   for  aomo  nia- 
deed. 
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My  grannie  she  bought  me  a  beuk, 
And  I  held  awa'  to  the  school ; 

T  fear  I  my  talent  misteak, 

But  what  will  ye  hae  of  a  fool  ? 

For  drink  I  would  venture  my  neck, 
A  hizzie's  the  half  o'  my  craft, 

But  what  could  ye  other  expect 

Of  ane  that's  avowedly  daft  ?  iMane 

I  ance  was  tied  up  like  a  stirk,  buUock 

For  civilly  swearing  and  quaffin' ; 

I  ance  was  abused  in  the  kirk, 

For  touzling  a  lass  i'  my  rampUng 

daffin.  merriment 

Poor  Andrew  that  tumbles  for  sport. 
Let  naebody  name  wi'  a  jeer ; 

There's  even,  I'm  tauld,  i'  the  court 
A  tumbler  ca'd  the  Premier. 

Observed  ye,  yon  reverend  lad 
Maks  faces  to  tickle  the  mob? 

He  rails  at  our  mountebank  squad  — 
It's  rivalship  just  i'  the  job. 

And  DOW  my  conclusion  I'll  tell, 
For  faith  I'm  confoundedly  dry  ; 

The  chiel  that's  a  fool  for  himsel', 
Guid  L — !  he's  far  dafter  than  I. 
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RECITATIVO. 

Then  niest  outspak  a  raucle  carlin,       stout  beldam 
Wha  kent  fu'  weel  to  cleek  the  sterling,       catch 
For  monie  a  pursie  she  had  hooked, 
And  had  in  monie  a  well  been  ducked. 
Her  dove  had  been  a  Highland  laddie. 
But  weary  fa'  the  waefu'  woodie  !  hait« 

Wi'  sighs  and  sobs  she  thus  began 
To  wail  her  braw  John  Highlanduian. 

AIR. 

Tune. —  0  an'  ye  were  dead,  Gwdman. 

A  Highland  lad  my  love   was  born, 
The  Lawland  laws  he  held  in  scorn, 
But  he  still  was  faithfu'  to  his  clan, 
My  gallant  braw  John  Highlandman. 

CHORUS. 

Sing,  hey  ray  braw  John  Highlandman  I 
Sing,  ho  my  braw  John  Highlandmiui ! 
There's  not  a  lad  in  a'  the  Ian' 
Was  match  for  my  John  Highlandman. 


With  his  philabcg  and  tartan  plaid. 
And  guid  claynjore  down  by  his  side, 
The  ladies'  hearts  he  did  trepan, 
My  gallant  braw  John  Highlandman. 
Sing,  hey,  etc 


•wart 
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We  ranged  a'  from  Tweed  to  Spey, 
And  lived  like  lords  and  ladies  gay ; 
For  a  Lawland  face  he  feared  none, 
My  gallant  braw  John  Highlandman. 
Sing,  hey,  etc 

They  banished  him  beyond  the  sea, 
But  ere  the  bud  was  on  the  tree, 
Adown  my  cheeks  the  pearls  ran. 
Embracing  my  John  Highlandman. 
Sing,  hey,  etc. 

But,  oh !  they  catched  him  at  the  last, 
And  bound  him  in  a  dungeon  fast  ; 
My  curse  upon  them  every  one. 
They've  hanged  my  braw  John  Highlandman. 
Sing,  hey,  etc 

And  now  a  widow,  I  must  mourn 
The  pleasures  that  will  ne'er  return  ; 
No  comfort  but  a  hearty  can. 
When  I  think  on  John  Highlandman. 
Sing,  hey,  etc 

RECITAXrVO. 

A  pigmy  scraper,  wi'  his  fiddle, 
Wha  used  at  trysts  and  fairs  to  driddle,        pi»y 
Her  strappin'  limb  and  gaucy  middle  plump 

(He  reached  na  higher) 
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Had  holed  his  heartie  like  a  riddle, 
And  blawn't  on  fire. 

Wi*  hand  on  haunch,  and  upward  e'e, 

He  crooned  his  gamut,  one,  two,  three,  munnaMd 

Then  in  an  arioso  key. 

The  wee  Apollo 
Set  off  wi'  allegretto  glee 

His  giga  solo.  ▼toUn 

AIR. 

Turn — Wliittk  ourrt  (Ae  law  oH. 

Let  rae  ryke  up  to  dight  that  tear,  reach— wip* 
And  go  wi'  ine  and  be  my  dear, 
And  then  your  every  care  and  fear 

May  whistle  owre  the  lave  o't.  wrt 

CHORUS. 

I  am  a  fiddler  to  my  trade, 
And  a'  the  tunes  that  e'er  I  played, 
The  sweetest  still  to  wife  or  maid, 
Was  whistle  owre  the  lave  o't. 

At  kirns  and  weddings  we'se  be  there, hwTMt^appan 
And  oh !  sac  nicely's  we  will  fare  ; 
We'll  bouse  al)out  till  Daddy  Care 
Sings  whistle  owre  the  lave  o't. 
I  am,  etc. 
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Sae  merrily  the  banes  we'll  pyke,  pick 

And  sun  our.^el's  about  the  dike, 
And  at  our  leisure,  when  ye  like, 
"Well  whistle  owre  the  lave  o't. 
I  am,  etc. 

But  bless  me  wi'  your  heaven  o'  charms, 
And  while  I  kittle  hair  on  thairms,.* 
Hunger,  cauld,  and  a'  sic  harms. 
May  whistle  owre  the  lave  o't. 
I  am,  etc 


RECITATIVO. 

Her  charms  had  struck  a  sturdy  caird,     gyp^y 

As  weel  as  poor  gut-scraper ; 
He  taks  the  fiddler  by  the  beard, 

And  draws  a  rusty  rapier. 

He  swore  by  a'  was  swearing  worth. 

To  speet  him  like  a  pliver,  plover 

Unless  he  wad  from  that  time  forth 
Relinquish  her  for  ever. 

Wi'  ghastly  e'e,  poor  Tweedle-dee 

Upon  his  hunkers  bended,  ham 

And  prayed  for  grace  wi'  ruefu'  face. 
And  sae  the  quarrel  ended. 

1  While  I  apply  hair  to  catgut- 
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But  though  his  little  heart  did  grieve 
When  round  the  tinkler  prest  her, 

He  feigned  to  snirtle  in  his  sleeve,  laugh 

When  thus  the  caird  addressed  her : 


TwK— Clout  the  Caudron. 

My  bonny  lass,  I  work  in  brass, 

A  tinkler  is  my  station. 
I've  travelled  round  all  Christian  ground 

In  this  ray  occupation  : 
I've  ta'en  the  gold,  I've  been  enrolled 

In  many  a  noble  squadron : 
But  vain  they  searched,  when  off  I  marched 

To  go  and  clout  the  caudron  patch 

Fve  ta'en  the  gold,  etc. 

Despise  that  shrimp,  that  withered  imp, 

Wi'  a'  his  noise  and  cap'rin'. 
And  tak  a  share  wi'  those  that  bear 

The  budget  and  the  apron.  *»« 

And  by  that  stoup,  my  faith  and  houp, 

And  by  that  dear  Kilbagie,' 
If  e'er  you  want,  or  meet  wi'  scant, 

May  I  ne'er  wcet  my  craigie.  thmM 

And  by  that  stoup,  etc. 

1  A  tort  of  whiskey  in  high  reputatJon,  produced  at  •  distil- 
larj  of  that  name  in  Ciaclcmannanshira. 
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RECITATIVO. 

The  caird  prevailed  —  the  unblushing  fair 

In  his  embraces  sunk, 
Partly  wi'  love  o'ercome  sae  sair, 

And  partly  she  was  drunk. 
Sir  Violino,  with  an  air 

That  shewed  a  man  of  spunk, 
Wished  unison  between  the  pair, 

And  made  the  bottle  clunk 

To  their  health  that  night. 

But  hurchin  Cupid  shot  a  shaft 

That  played  a  dame  a  shavie,  tri«* 

The  fiddler  raked  her  fore  and  aft, 

Ahint  tbe  chicken  cavie.  h«i-«oop 

Her  lord,  a  wight  o'  Homer's  craft, 

Though  limping  wi'  the  spa  vie. 
He  hirpled  up,  and  lap  like  daft,  hotwed 

And  shored  them  Dainty  Davie        threatened 
O'  boot  that  night. 

He  was  a  care-defying  blade 

As  ever  Bacchus  listed. 
Though  Fortune  sair  upon  him  laid. 

His  heart  she  ever  missed  it 
He  had  nae  wish  but  —  to  be  glad. 

Nor  want  but  —  when  he  thirsted  ; 
He  hated  nought  but  —  to  be  sad. 

And  thus  the  Muse  suggested 
His  sang  that  night. 
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AIR. 

Tune —  For  a'  that,  and  a'  that 

I  am  a  bard  of  no  regard 

Wi'  gentle  folks,  and  a*  that ; 
But  Homer-like,  the  glowrin'  byke,  staring muititadt 

Frae  town  to  town  I  draw  that. 

CHORUS. 

For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 

And  twice  as  muckle's  a'  that, 

I've  lost  but  ane,  I've  twa  behin*, 
I've  wife  eneugh  for  a'  that. 

I  never  drank  the  Muses'  stank,  pooi 

Castalia's  burn,  and  a'  that ; 
But  there  it  streams,  and  richly  reams,        fcwM 

My  Helicon  I  ca'  that, 

For  a'  that,  etc. 

Great  love  I  bear  to  a'  the  fair, 
Their  humble  slave,  and  a'  that ; 

But  lordly  will,  I  hold  it  still 

A  mortal  sin  to  thraw  that. 

For  a'  that,  etc 

In  raptures  sweet,  this  hour  we  meet, 

Wi*  mutual  love,  and  a*  that ; 
But  for  how  lang  the  flie  miiy  stang, 

Let  inclination  law  that. 

For  a'  that,  etc 
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Their  tricks  and  craft  have  put  me  daft, 
They've  ta'en  me  in,  and  a'  that ; 

But  clear  your  decks,  and  here's  the  sex ; 
I  like  the  jads  for  a'  that. 

CHORUS. 

For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 

And  twice  as  muckle's  a'  that ; 

My  dearest  bluid,  to  do  them  guid, 
They're  welcome  till't  for  a'  that. 


RECITATIVO. 

So  sang  the  bard  —  and  Nansie's  wa's 
Shook  with  a  thunder  of  applause, 

Re-echoed  from  each  mouth  : 
They  toomed   their  pokes,  and  pawned 

their  duds. 
They  scarcely  left  to  co'er  their  fuds. 

To  quench  their  lowin'  drouth. 
Then  owre  again,  the  jovial  thrang 

The  poet  did  request. 
To  loose  his  pack  and  wale  a  sang, 
A  ballad  o'  the  best ; 
He  rising,  rejoicing, 

Between  his  twa  Deborahs, 
Looks  round  him,  and  found  them 
Impatient  for  the  chorus. 


emptied 

tails 
flaming 


select 
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TvsR— Jolly  MortaU,  JiU  your  OhuteM. 

See  the  smoking  bowl  before  us, 

Mark  our  jovial  ragged  ring ! 
Round  and  round  take  up  the  chorus, 

And  in  raptures  let  us  sing. 

CHORUS. 

A  fig  for  those  by  law  protected! 

Liberty's  a  glorious  feji.>it ! 
Courts  for  cowards  were  erected, 

Churches  built  to  please  the  priest 

What  is  title?   what  is  treasure? 

What  is  reputation's  care  ? 
If  we  lead  a  life  of  pleasure, 

'Tis  no  matter  how  or  where  I 
A  fig,  etc. 

With  the  ready  trick  and  fabl6. 
Round  we  wander  all  the  day ; 

And  at  night,  in  bam  or  stable, 
Hug  our  doxiea  on  the  hay. 
A  li'jr.  etc. 

Does  tlie   traiii-aiitiiiU.il   ..niuij^e 
Tlirough  the  country  lighter  rove  ? 
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Does  the  sober  bed  of  marriage 
Witness  brighter  scenes  of  love  ? 
A  fig,  etc 

Life  is  all  a  variorum, 

We  regard  not  how  it  goes ; 
Let  thera  cant  about  decorum 

Who  have  characters  to  lose. 
A  fig,  etc 

Here's  to  budgets,  bags,  and  wallets  ! 

Here's  to  all  the  wandering  train  ! 
Here's  our  ragged  brats  and  callets !         tmlia 

One  and  all  cry  out  —  Amen  ! 

A  fig  for  those  by  law  protected  ! 

Liberty's  a  glorious  feast ! 
Courts  for  cowards  were  erected. 

Churches  built  to  please  the  priest.* 

1 "  In  one  or  two  passages  of  the  Jolly  Beggars,  the  Muse 
has  slightly  trespassed  on  decorum,  where,  in  the  language 
of  Scottish  song  — 

'  High  kilted  was  she, 
As  she  gaed  owre  the  lea.' 
something,  however,  is  to  be  allowed  to  the  nature  of  the 
lUject,  and  something  to  the  education  of  the  poet;  and  if 
•m  veneration  to  the  names  of  Swift  and  t)ryden,  we  tcler- 
1*  the  grossness  of  the  one  and  the  indelicacy  of  the  other, 
tlic  rt.'sp<;ct  due  to  that  of  Uurns  may  surely  claim  indulgence 
for  a  few  light  strokes  of  broad  humour."  —  Sib  Waltkb 
Scott. 
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[1786. 


TO  JAMES  SmXH. 


"  Friendship !  mysterious  cement  of  the  soul  I 
Sweet'ner  of  life,  and  solder  of  society! 
I  owe  thee  much !  "  —  Blaik. 


Dear  Smith,  the  slee'est,  paukie  thief  cunning 
That  e'er  atterapted  steahh  or  rief,  robberjr 
Ye  surely  liae  some  warlock-breef 

Owre  human  hearts ; 
For  ne'er  a  bosom  yet  was  prief 

Agaiust  your  arts. 


■pell 


proof 


For  me,  I  swear  by  sun  and  moon. 

And  every  star  that  blinks  aboon,  twUikie* 

Ye've  cost  me  twenty  pair  o'  shoon 

Just  gaun  to  see  you  ; 
And  every  ither  pair  that's  done, 

Mair  ta'en  I'm  wi'  you. 

That  auld  capricious  carlin,  Nature, 

To  mak  amends  for  scrimpet  statu n^      itintod 

She's  turned  you  aff,  a  human  creature 

On  her  first  plan ; 
And  in  Iht  freaks,  on  every  feature 

She's  wrote,  the  Man. 
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Just  now  I've  ta'en  the  fit  o'  rhyme, 

My  barmie  noddle's  workmg  prime,  t**'^ 

My  fancy  yerkit  up  sublime  fermented 

Wi'  hasty  summon : 
Hae  ye  a  leisure  moment's  time, 

To  hear  what's  comin'? 

Some  rhyme  a  neighbour's  name  to  lash ; 
Some  rhyme  (vain  thought !)  for  needfu'  cash ; 
Some  rhyme  to  court  the  country  clash,       goeAf 

And  raise  a  din ; 
For  me,  an  aim  I  never  fash —  «amJbc 

I  rhyme  for  fun. 

The  star  that  rules  my  luckless  lot, 
Has  fated  me  the  russet  coat. 
And  d — d  my  fortune  to  the  groat; 

But  in  requit. 
Has  blest  me  wi'  a  random  shot 

O'  country  wiL 

This  while  my  notion's  ta'en  a  sklent,  bent 

To  try  my  fate  in  guid  black  prent ; 
But  still  the  mair  I'm  that  way  bent. 

Something  cries  "  Hoolie  !      Oentity 
I  red  you,  honest  man,  tak  tent !  w»pn 

Ye'U  shaw  your  folly. 

"  There's  ither  poets  much  your  betters. 

Far  seen  in  Greek,  deep  men  o'  letters,     akfliBdi 

TOU  I.  12 
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Hae  thought  they  had  insured  their  debtors 

A'  future  ages ; 
Now  moths  deform,  in  shapeless  tatters, 

Their  unknown  pages." 

Then  farewell  hopes  o'  laurel-boughs, 
To  garland  my  poetic  brows ! 
Henceforth  I'll  rove  where  busy  ploughs 

Are  whistling  thrang,  thick 

And  teach  the  lanely  heights  and  howes    hoUowi 

My  rustic  sang. 

I'll  wander  on,  with  tentless  lieed 
How  never-halting  moments  speed, 
Till  fate  shall  snap  thg  brittle  thread ; 

Then,  all  unknown, 
I'll  lay  me  with  the  inglorious  dead, 

Forgot  and  gone ! 

But  why  o'  death  begin  a  tale  ? 

Just  now  we're  living  sound  and  hale : 

Then  top  and  maintop  crowd  the  sail, 

Heave  Care  o'er  side  1 
And  large  before  Enjoyment's  gale. 

Let's  tak  the  tide. 

This  life,  sao  far's  I  understand, 
Is  a'  enchanted  fairy-land, 
Where  I'luasure  is  the  magic  wand, 
That,  wielded  right. 
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Maks  hours  like  minutes,  hand  in  hand, 
Dance  by  fu'  light. 

The  magic  wand  then  let  us  wield ; 

For,  ance  that  five-and-forty's  speel'd,         climbed 

See,  crazy,  weary,  joyless  eild,  age 

Wi'  wrinkled  face, 
Comes  hostin',  hirplin'  owre  the    coughing— limping 
field, 

Wi'  creepin'  pace. 

When    ance    life's    day    draws    near    the 

gloamin',  tw"ight 

Then  fareweel  vacant  careless  roamin' ; 
And  fareweel  cheerfu'  tankards  foamin', 

And  social  noise  ; 
And  fareweel  dear,  deluding  woman, 

The  joy  of  joys  ! 

Oh,  Life  !  how  pleasant  in  thy  morning, 
Young  Fancy's  rays  the  hills  adorning ! 
Cold-pausing  Caution's  lesson  scorning, 

We  frisk  away, 
Like  school-boys,  at  the   expected  warning 

To  joy  and  play. 

We  wander  there,  we  wander  here, 
We  eye  the  rose  upon  the  brier, 
Unmindful  that  the  thorn  is  near. 
Anions;  the  leaves : 
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And  though  the  puny  wound  appear, 
Short  while  it  grieves. 

Some,  lucky,  find  a  flowery  spot, 
For  which  they  never  toiled  or  swat ; 
They  drink  the  sweet  and  eat  the  fat, 

But  care  or  pain  ;  Withont 

And,  haply,  eye  the  barren  hut 

With  high  disdain. 

With  steady  aim  some  fortune  chase ; 

Keen  hope  does  every  sinew  brace ; 

Through  fair,  through  foul,  they  urge  the  race, 

And  seize  the  prey : 
Then  cannie,  in  some  cozie  place,  qnietij 

They  close  the  day. 

And  others,  like  your  humble  servan*, 
Poor  wights !    nae  rules  nor  roads  observin*, 
To  right  or  left,  eternal  swervin', 

They  zigzag  on  ; 
Till  curst  with  age,  obscure  and  starvin', 

They  aften  groan. 

Alas  1   what  bitter  toil  and  straining  — 
But  truce  with  peevish,  poor  compluining  I 
Is  Fortune's  fickle  Luna  waning? 

E'en  let  her  gangl 
Beneath  what  light  she  has  remaining, 

Let's  sing  our  sang. 
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My  pen  I  here  fling  to  the  door, 

And  kneel,  "  Ye  Powers,"  and  warm  implore, 

"Though  I  should  wander  Terra  o'er, 

In  all  her  climes. 
Grant  me  but  this,  I  ask  no  more, 

Aye  rowth  o'  rhymes.       abundance 

•*  Gie  dreeping  roasts  to  country  lairds, 
Till  icicles  hing  frae  their  beards  ; 
Gie  fine  braw  claes  to  fine  life-guards, 

And  maids  of  honour ; 
And  yill  and  whisky  gie  to  cairds,        ale  — tinken 

Until   they   SCOnner.  are  nauseated 

"  A  title,  Dempster  ^  merits  it ; 

A  garter  gie  to  Willie  Pitt ; 

Gie  wealth  to  some  be-ledgered  cit, 

In  cent,  per  cent. ; 
Bat  give  me  real,  sterling  wit, 

And  I'm  content 

"While  ye  are  pleased  to  keep  me  hale, 

I'll  sit  down  o'er  my  scanty  meal, 

Be't  water-brose,  or  muslin-kail,'  oatmeai-grnel 

1  George  Dempster  of  Dunnichen,  then  a  conspicuous  ora- 
tor in  parliament,  and  a  friend  to  all  patriotic  institutions  in 
his  native  land.  He  commenced  his  parliamentary  career  in 
1762,  closed  it  in  1790,  and  died  in  1818  at  the  age  of  eighty 
two. 

3  Broth  made  without  meat. 
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Wi'  cheerfu'  face, 
As  lang's  the  Muses  dinna  fail 
To  say  the  grace." 

An  anxious  e'e  I  never  throws 

Behint  my  lug  or  by  my  nose ;  mt 

I  jouk  beneath  Misfortune's  blows  itoop 

As  weal's  I  may ; 
Sworn  foe  to  Sorrow,  Care,  and  Prose, 

I  rhyme  away. 

Oh  ye  douce  folk,  that  live  by  rule,        seriou* 
Grave,  tideless-blooded,  calm  and  cool, 
Compared  wi'  you  —  oh  fool !    fool  I    fool ! 

How  much  unlike ; 
Your  hearts  are  just  a  standing-pool, 

Your  lives  a  dike  !  mU 

Nae  hairbrained,  sentimental  traces. 
In  your  unlettered  nameless  faces ! 
In  arioso  trills  and  graces 

Ye  never  stray. 
But  gravissimo,  solemn  basses 

Ye  hum  away. 

Ye  are  sac  grave,  nae  doubt  ye're  wise ; 
Nae  ferly  though  ye  do  despise  wonitor 

The  hairum-scairum,  nun-stum  Iwys,       bMdlMi 
Th«>  raltlin^  squad  : 
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I  see  you  upward  cast  your  eyes  — 
Ye  ken  the  road. 


Whikt  I  —  but  I  shall  haud  me  there 
Wi'  you  I'll  scarce  gang  ony  where : 
Then,  Jamie,  I  shall  say  nae  mair, 

But  quat  my  sang, 
Content  with  you  to  mak  a  pair, 

Whare'er  I  gang. 


THE  VISION. 

There  was  at  this  time  a  contention  going  on  in 
Bums's  mind  between  the  sad  consideration  of  his 
position  in  life  and  those  poetical  tendencies  which 
might  be  interpreted  as  partly  the  cause  of  that  po- 
sition being  so  low.  This  contention  we  see  traced  in 
the  several  epistles  he  had  written  to  his  brother  poets, 
Sillfir,  Lapraik,  and  Simpson,  and  to  his  friend  Smith, 
during  the  course  of  the  present  year  of  flowing  in- 
spiration. It  might  have  been  easy  for  any  of  these 
individuals  to  see,  that  if  Burns  only  could  be  a  suc- 
cessful man  of  the  world  by  an  utter  abandonment  of 
the  Muse,  he  never  could  be  so  at  all,  for  he  invaria- 
bly ends  by  taking  his  rhyming  power  as  a  quittance 
of  fortune.  At  length  we  have  the  final  struggle  be- 
tween these  two  contending  principles,  and  the  tri- 
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amph  of  the  Muse,  expressed  in  a  poem  of  the  highest 
strain  of  eloquence. 

DUAN   FIR8T.1 

The  sun  had  closed  the  winter-day, 

The  curlers  quat  their  roaring  play,^ 

And  hungered  maukin  ta'en  her  way  h»w 

To  kail-yards  green, 
While  faithless  snaws  ilk  step  betray 

Whare  she  has  been. 

The  thrasher's  weary  fiingin'-tree 
The  lee-lang  day  had  tired  me ; 
And  when  the  day  had  closed  his  e'e, 

Far  i'  the  west, 
Ben  i'  the  spence,  right  pensivelie,     inner-room 

I  gaed  to  rest. 

There,  lanely,  by  the  ingle-cheek, 
I  sat  and  eyed  the  spewing  reck, 

1  Duan,  a  term  of  Ossian's  for  the  different  divisions  of  a 
digressive  poem.  See  his  "  Cath-I^oda,"  vol.  ii.  of  M'Phor- 
son's  translation.  —  B. 

3  Curling  is  a  game  nearly  peculiar  to  the  southern  coun 
ties  of  Scotland.  When  strong  ice  can  be  obtained,  a  num- 
ber of  individuals,  each  provided  with  a  large  stone  of  the 
8ha{>e  of  an  ol>lat«  splu-roid,  sinooUied  on  the  bottom,  and 
fumidhed  witli  a  handle,  range  themselves  in  two  sides,  to 
play  against  eadi  otlier.  The  game  much  resembles  bowls, 
but  is  more  animated,  and,  fVom  its  unavoidable  rarity,  is 
much  more  keenly  enjoyed.  It  is  well  characterised  as  a 
roaring  pln^. 
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That  filled  wi'  hoast-provoking  smeek        congh-p. 

The  auld  clay  biggin' ; 
And  heard  the  restless  rattons  squeak 

About  the  riggin'.  not 

All  in  this  mottie,  misty  clime, 
I  backward  mused  on  wasted  time, 
How  I  had  spent  my  youthfu'  prime, 

And  done  nae  thing, 
But  stringin'  blethers  up  in  rhyme,  fidik* 

For  fools  to  sing. 

Had  I  to  guid  advice  but  harkit, 
I  might,  by  this,  hae  led  a  market. 
Or  strutted  in  a  bank,  and  clarkit 

My  cash-account : 
While  here,  half-mad,  half-fed,  half-sarkit,  skirted 

Is  a'  th'  amount. 

I  started,  muttering,  blockhead  !  coof !  fool 

And  heaved  on  high  my  waukit  loof,  hardened  palm 
To  swear  by  a'  yon  starry  roof. 

Or  some  rash  aith, 
That  I  henceforth  would  be  rhyme-proof 

Till  my  last  breath. 

When,  click !  the  string  the  snick  did  draw  ;    latch 
And,  jee !  the  door  gaed  to  the  wa' ; 
And  by  my  ingle-lowe  I  saw,  chimney-bba* 

Now  bleezin'  bright, 
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A  tight,  outlandish  hizzie,  braw,  wench 

(Dome  full  in  sight 

Ye  needna  doubt  I  held  my  whisht ; 
The  infant  aitb,  half-formed,  was  crusht ; 
I  glowred  as  eerie's  I'd  been  dusht 

In  some  wild  glen  ;  ^ 
When  sweet,  like  modest  Worth,  she  blusht, 

And  stepped  ben.  inward 

Green,  slender,  leaf-clad  holly-boughs 
Were  twisted  gracefu'  round  her  brows ; 
I  took  her  for  some  Scottish  Muse, 

By  that  same  token, 
And  come  to  stop  those  reckless  vows. 

Would  soon  been  broken. 

A  "  hairbrained,  sentimental  trace  "  ' 
Was  strongly  marked  in  her  face  ; 
A  wildly-witty,  rustic  grace 

Shone  full  upon  her ; 
Her  eye,  even  turned  on  empty  space, 

Beamed  keen  with  honour. 

Down  flowed  her  robe,  a  tartan  sheen, 
Till  half  u  leg  was  scrimply  seen  ; 

1  "  I  BtArcd  08  full  of  Buperatitious  fenr  aa  if  I  had  hcun 
thrown  to  the  ground  by  mMting  a  boing  of  the  other  world 
in  Buinu  wild  givn." 

>  ThiH  nxprciwiun  had  previouBly  occurred  in  the  h^nttUt  to 
■Ianu$  Smith. 
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And  such  a  leg !  my  bonny  Jean  * 

Could  only  peer  it; 
Sae  straught,  sae  taper,  tight  and  clean,' 

Nane  else  cam  near  it. 

Her  mantle  large,  of  greenish  hue, 

My  gazing  wonder  chiefly  drew  ; 

Deep  lights  and  shades,  bold-mingling,  threw 

A  lustre  grand ; 
And  seemed  to  my  astonished  view 

A  well-known  land. 

Here,  rivers  in  the  sea  were  lost; 
There,  mountains  to  the  skies  were  tost : 
Here,  tumbling  billows  marked  the  coast 

With  surging  foam ; 
There,  distant  shone  Art's  lofty  boast  — 

The  lordly  dome. 

Here,  Doon  poured  down  his  far-fetched  floods ; 
There,  well-fed  Irwine  stately  thuds :  «ound« 

Auld  hermit  Ayr  staw  through  his  woods, 

1  In  the  first  edition,  the  line  stood  thos  — 

"  And  such  a  leg !  my  Bess,  I  ween." 
Indignation  at  the  conduct  of  Jean  induced  him  to  take  the 
compliment  from  her,  and  bestow  it  on  another  jterson  for 
whom  at  the  time  he  entertained  an  admiration.  In  the  first 
Edinburgh  edition,  the  indignant  feeling  haying  subsided,  tha 
line  was  restored  as  above. 

*  Clean  is  often  used  in  Scotland  to  describe  a  handsomtf 
figure  or  limb.    Such  is  the  sense  here. 
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On  to  the  shore, 
And  many  a  lesser  torrent  scuds  run* 

With  seeming  roar. 

Low  in  a  sandy  valley  spread, 

An  ancient  borough  reared  her  head ;  * 

Still,  as  in  Scottish  story  read, 

Slie  boasts  a  race 
To  every  nobler  virtue  bred, 

And  polished  grace. 

By  stately  tower  or  palace  fair,' 

Or  ruins  pendent  in  the  air, 

Bold  stems  of  heroes,  here  and  there, 

I  could  discern  ; 
Some  seemed  to  muse,  some  seemed  to  dare. 

With  feature  stem. 

My  heart  did  glowing  transport  feel. 

To  see  a  nice"  heroic  wheel. 

And  brandish  round  the  deep-dyed  steel 

In  sturdy  blows; 
While  back-recoiling  seemed  to  reel 

Their  suthron  foes. 

1  Ajr,  wboM  charter  dates  from  the  beginning  of  the  thir- 
teenth century. 

*  This,  and  the  six  ensuing  stanzas,  were  added  in  tho 
second  edition,  for  the  purpooe,  apparently,  of  complimontJni; 
Mrs.  Dunlop  of  Dunlop,  and  other  great  people  who  Imd  b«- 
iKended  the  nuthor. 

«  The  Wallaces.  —  B. 
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His  Country's  Saviour/  mark  him  well! 
Bold  Richardton's  ^  heroic  swell ; 
The  chief  on  Sark  '  who  glorious  fell 

In  high  command; 
And  he  whom  ruthless  fates  expel 

His  native  land. 

There,  where  a  sceptred  Pictish  shade  * 
Stalked  round  his  ashes  lowly  laid, 
I  marked  a  martial  race,  portrayed 

In  colours  strong ; 
Bold,  soldier-featured,  undismayed, 

They  strode  along.* 

1  William  Wallace.  —  B. 

2  Adam  Wallace  of  Richardton,  cousin  to  the  immortal 
preserver  of  Scottish  independence.  —  B. 

8  Wallace,  Laird  of  Craigie,  who  was  second  in  command, 
under  Douglas,  Earl  of  Ormond,  at  the  famous  battle  on  the 
banks  of  Sark,  fought  in  1448.  The  glorious  victory  was 
principally  owing  to  the  judicious  conduct  and  intrepid  valour 
of  the  gallant  Laird  of  Craigie,  who  died  of  his  wounds  after 
the  action.  —  B. 

*  Coilus,  king  of  the  Picts,  from  whom  the  district  of  Kyle 
is  said  to  take  its  name,  lies  buried,  as  tradition  says,  near 
the  family-seat  of  the  Montgomeries  of  Coilsfield,  where  his 
burial-place  is  still  shewn.  —  B.  The  spot  pointed  out  by 
tradition  as  the  burial-place  of  Coilus,  is  a  small  mount 
marked  by  a  few  trees.  It  was  opened.  May  29, 1837,  when 
two  sepulchral  urns  were  found,  attesting  that  tradition  has 
been  at  least  correct  in  describing  the  spot  as  a  burial- 
place,  though  whose  ashes  these  were  it  would  be  difficult 
to  say. 

s  The  Montgomeries  of  Coilsfield. 
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Through   many  a  wild  romantic  grove,^ 

Near  many  a  hermit-fixncied  cove 

(Fit  haunts  for  friendship  or  for  love),* 

In  musing  mood, 
An  aged  judge,  I  saw  him  rove, 

Dispensing  good. 

With  deep-struck  reverential  awe. 
The  learned  sire  and  son  I  saw,' 
To  Nature's  Grod  and  Nature's  law 

They  gave  their  lore, 
This,  all  its  source  and  end  to  draw, 

That,  to  adore. 

Brydone's  brave  ward*  I  well  could  spy, 
Beneath  old  Scotia's  smiling  eye ; 
Who  called  on  Fame,  low  standing  by, 

To  hand  him  on, 
Where  many  a  patriot-name  on  high. 

And  hero  shone. 

1  Barskimming,  the  seat  of  the  Lord  Justice-Clerk.  —  B. 
(Sir  ThumiiA  Miller  of  Glunlee,  afterwards  l^rosidont  of  the 
Court  of  Session.) 

2  Hurn.s  had  wandered  in  this  valley  vrith  his  flriend  Sillar, 
and  his  youthful  mititrcMt,  Highland  Mary. 

>  The  Itcv.  Dr.  Mnttliew  Stewart,  tlio  celebrated  mathema- 
tician, and  hit)  xon,  Mr.  Dugald  Stewart,  the  elegant  expoai- 
tor  of  the  Scotch  system  of  metaphysics,  are  here  meant; 
their  small  villa  of  Catrino  boinp  situated  on  the  Ayr. 

*  Colonel  Kullarton.— /?.  This  f^>ntlentan  had  travelled 
under  the  care  of  I'tttrick  Hrytlnne,  nulhor  of  a  well-known 
Tuur  in  Sicily  niul  MnUn. 
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DUAN   SECOND. 

With  musing-deep,  astonished  stare, 
I  viewed  the  heavenly-seeming  fair ; 
A  whispering  throb  did  witness  bear 

Of  kindred  sweet, 
When  with  an  elder  sister's  air 

She  did  me  greet. 

"All  hail,  my  own  inspired  bard! 
In  me  thy  native  Muse  regard ! 
Nor  longer  mourn  thy  fate  is  hard, 

Thus  poorly  low ! 
I  come  to  give  thee  such  reward 

As  we  bestow. 

"  Know,  the  great  genius  of  this  land 
Has  many  a  light,  aerial  band. 
Who,  all  beneath  his  high  command, 

Harmoniously, 
As  arts  or  arms  they  understand, 

Their  labours  ply. 

"  They  Scotia's  race  among  them  share ; 
Some  fire  the  soldier  on  to  dare ; 
Some  rouse  the  patriot  up  to  bare 

Corruption's  heart: 
Some  teach  the  bard,  a  darling  care, 

The  tuneful  art. 
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"'Mong  swelling  floods  of  reeking  gore, 
They,  ardent,  kindling  spirits,  pour ; 
Or,  'mid  the  venal  senate's  roar. 

They,  sightless,  stand, 
To  mend  the  honest  patriot-lore, 

And  grace  the  hand. 

"And  when  the  bard,  or  hoary  sage. 
Charm  or  instruct  the  future  age, 
They  bind  the  wild,  poetic  rage 

In  energy. 
Or  point  the  inconclusive  page 

Full  on  the  eye. 

"  Hence  FuUarton,  the  brave  and  young ; 
Hence  Dempster's  zeal-inspired  ^  tongue ; 
Hence  sweet  harmonious  Beattie  sung 

His  'Minstrel  lays;' 
Or  tore,  with  noble  ardour  stung, 

The  sceptic's  bays. 

"To  lower  orders  are  assigned 
The  humbler  ranks  of  humankind. 
The  rustic  bard,  the  labouring-hind. 

The  artisan ; 
All  choose,  as  various  they're  inclined, 

The  various  man. 

1  In  first  edition  — 

**  Hence  Dempster's  truth-prevailing  tonyie." 
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"  When  yellow  waves  the  heavy  grain, 
The  threatening  storm  some  strongly  rein; 
Some  teach  to  meliorate  the  plain, 

With  tillage  skill; 
And  some  instruct  the  shepherd-train, 

Blithe  o'er  the  hill. 

"  Some  hint  the  lover's  harmless  wile  ; 
Some  grace  the  maiden's  artless  smile ; 
Some  soothe  the  labourer's  weary  toil, 

For  humble  gains, 
And  make  his  cottage-scenes  beguile 

His  cares  and  pains. 

**  Some,  bounded  to  a  district-space. 
Explore  at  large  man's  infant  race, 
To  mark  the  embryotic  trace 

Of  rustic  bard  ; 
And  careful  note  each  opening  grace, 

A  guide  and  guard. 

"  Of  these  am  I  —  Coila  my  name  ;  * 

And  this  district  as  mine  I  claim. 

Where  once  the  Campbells,''  chiefs  of  fame, 

^  The  idea  of  this  visionary  being  is  acknowledged  by 
Bums  himself  to  have  been  taken  from  the  Scota  of  Mr. 
Alexander  Ross,  a  Mearns  poet,  author  of  a  pastoral  of  some 
merit,  entitled  The  Fortunate  Shepherdess. 

^  The  Loudoun  branch  of  the  Campbells  is  here  meant. 
Mossgiel  and  much  of  the  neighboring  ground  was  the  prop- 
erty of  the  Earl  ot  Loudoun. 
VOL.  I.  13 
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Held  ruling  power: 
I  marked  thy  embryo  tuneful  flame, 
Thy  natal  hour. 

"  With  future  hope,  I  oft  would  gaze, 
Fond,  on  thy  little  early  ways. 
Thy  rudely-caroled,  chiming  phrase, 

lu  uncouth  rhymes, 
Fired  at  the  simple,  artless  lays 

Of  other  times. 

"  I  saw  thee  seek  the  sounding  shore, 
Delighted  with  the  dashing  roar ; 
Or  when  the  north  his  fleecy  store 

Drove  through  the  sky, 
I  saw  grim  Nature's  visage  hoar 

Struck  thy  young  eye. 

"  Qr  when  the  deep  green-mantled  earth 
Warm  cherished  every  floweret's  birth. 
And  joy  and  music  {K>uring  forth 

In  every  grove, 
I  saw  thee  eye  the  general  mirth 

With  boundless  love. 

"  When  ripened  fields,  and  jucure  skies, 
Called  forth  the  reaper's  rustling  noise, 
I  saw  thee  leave  their  evening  joys, 

And  lonely  stalk, 
To  vent  thy  boiK)ni's  swelling  riix 

In  pensive  walk. 
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"  When  youthful   love,  warm-blushing^  strong, 
Keen  shivering  shot  thy  nerves  along, 
Those  accents,  grateful  to  thy  tongue, 

Th'  adored  Name, 
I  taught  thee  how  to  pour  in  song. 

To  soothe  thy  flame. 

"  I  saw  thy  pulse's  maddening  play, 
Wild  send  thee  Pleasure's  devious  way, 
Misled  by  Fancy's  meteor-ray. 

By  passion  driven ; 
But  yet  the  light  that  led  astray 

Was  light  from  Heaven. 

"  I  taught  thy  manners  painting  strains, 
The  loves,  the  wants  of  simple  swains, 
TiU  now,  o'er  all  my  wide  domains 

Thy  fame  extends ; 
And  some,  the  pride  of  Coila's  plains. 

Become  thy  friends. 

"  Thou  canst  not  learn,  nor  can  I  shew. 
To  paint  with  Thomson's  landscape  glow ; 
Or  wake  the  bosom-melting  throe. 

With  Shenstone's  art ; 
Or  pour,  with  Gray,  the  moving  flow 

Warm  on  the  heart. 

"  Yet,  all  beneath  the  unrivalled  rose. 
The  lowly  daisy  sweetly  blows 
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Though  large  the  forest's  monarch  throws 

His  army  shade, 
Yet  green  the  juicy  hawthorn  grows 

Adown  the  glade. 

"  Then  never  murmur  nor  repine ; 
Strive  in  thy  humble  sphere  to  shine ; 
And,  trust  me,  not  Potosi's  mine, 

Nor  king's  regard, 
Can  give  a  bliss  o'ermatching  thine, 

A  rustic  bard. 

"To  give  my  counsels  all  in  one  — 
Thy  tuneful  flame  still  careful  fan  ; 
Preserve  the  dignity  of  man. 

With  soul  erect; 
And  trust,  the  universal  plan 

Will  all  protect. 

"And  wear  thou  this,"  she  solemn  said, 
And  bound  the  holly  round  my  head : 
The  polished  leaves,  and  berries  red. 

Did  rustling  play; 
And,  like  a  passing  thought,  she  fled 

In  light  away.^ 

1  Certain  stanza*  omitted  by  Burns  fW>m  the  printed  copy 
of  The  Vision,  will  be  found  in  an  Appendix  at  the  end  at 
this  volume.  —  A  writer  in  the  Gendeman't  Mnynnne,  October 
18&2,  expresMS  his  opinion  that  KuniK  was  indebted  for  the 
kIm  of  Tht  VUUrn  to  a  copy  of  verses  written  by  the  "  melan> 
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A   WINTER  NIGHT. 

"  Poor  naked  wretches,  wheresoe'er  you  are, 
That  bide  the  pelting  of  the  pitiless  storm ! 
How  shall  your  houseless  heads  and  unfed  sides, 
Your  looped  and  windowed  raggedness,  defend  yon 
From  seasons  such  as  these?  "  —  Shakspeakb. 

The  Vision  leaves  the  poet  reassured  and  comforted 
in  the  all-sufficing  grace  of  the  Muse ;  but  no  such  feel- 

choly  and  pensive  WoUaston,"  so  far  back  as  1681.  "  Wol- 
laston's  poem  was  written  on  the  occasion  of  his  leaving, 
'with  a  heavy  heart,'  as  he  says,  his  beloved  Cambridge." 
He  describes  himself  as  sitting  in  his  own  "  small  apart- 
ment." 

"  As  here  one  day  I  sate, 

Disposed  to  ruminate, 

Deep  melancholy  did  benumb. 
With  thoughts  of  what  was  past  and  what  to  come. 


"I  thought  I  saw  my  Muse  appear. 

Whose  dress  declared  her  haste,  who«e  looks  her  fear; 

A  wreath  of  laurel  in  her  hand  she  bore. 

Such  laurel  as  the  god  Apollo  wore. 

The  piercing  wind  had  backward  combed  her  hair, 

And  laid  a  paint  of  red  upon  the  fair ; 
Her  gown,  which,  with  celestial  color  dyed. 

Was  with  a  golden  girdle  tied. 

Through  speed  a  little  flowed  aside. 

And  decently  disclosed  her  knee; 
When,  stopping  suddenly,  she  spoke  to  me: 

'  What  indigested  thought,  or  rash  advice, 

Has  caused  thee  to  apostatize  ? 
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ing,  however  thoroughly  once  established,  could  long 
hold  sway  over  one  so  sensitive  as  he  to  all  the 
harassing  problems  of  his  lowly  destiny,  and  to  all 
that  met  his  eye  in  humble  life.  At  every  recoil 
from  the  glowing  excitement  of  the  social  hour,  the 
love-meeting,  or  the  triumphant  essay  in  verse,  the 
deep  contemplative  melancholy  which  has  been  re- 
membered by  so  many  as  the  reigning  expression  of 
his  face,  again  beset  him.  We  have  a  description 
of  these  darker  moods  of  his  mind  in  a  poem,  other- 
wise sufficiently  remarkable  as  containing  an  early 
specimen  of  his  composition  in  pure  English.  In  the 
Winter  Night  we  see  a  reflection  of  Gray  and  Collins, 
as  in  the  Epistles  we  see  a  reflection  of  Ramsay. 

When  biting  Boreas,  fell  and  doure,  keen— stern 
Sharp  shivers  through  the  leafless  bower; 

Not  my  ill-usage,  surely,  made  thee  fly 
From  thy  apprenticeship  in  poetry.' 

"  She  pauBed  awhile,  with  joy  and  weariness  oppressed, 
And  quick  reciprocations  of  her  breast: 
She  spoke  again:  '  What  travel  and  what  care 
Have  I  bestowed !  my  vehicle  of  air 
How  often  changed  in  quest  of  Uiee! '  " 

She  concludes,  like  the  Muse  of  Bums,  by  counselling  him  to 
remain  true  to  her  and  poetry: 

" '  Su[>|>ose  the  worst,  thy  passage  rough,  still  I'll  be  kind. 
And  breathe  upon  thy  sails  beliind; 
BoKidox,  there  is  a  port  before: 
And  evert'  moment  Uiou  advanccst  to  the  shore. 
Where  virtuous  Miul-t  Hhall  bettor  usye  find.' 
Concern  and  agitation  of  my  head 
Waked  nie;  ninl  with  llie  li^ht  the  ptiantum  fled." 
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"When   Phoebus  gies  a  short-lived  glower      stan 
Far  south  the  lift,  sky 

Dim-darkening  through  the  flaky  shower. 
Or  whirling  drift : 

Ae  night  the  storm  the  steeples  rocked, 
Poor  Labour  sweet  in  sleep  was  locked, 
While  burns,  wi'  snawy  wreaths  up-choked, 

Wild-eddying  swirl. 
Or,  through  the  mining  outlet  bocked,        TMnited 

Down  headlong  hurl. 

Listening  the  doors  and  winnocks  rattle,  windows 

I  thought  me  on  the  ourie  cattle,  drooping 

Or  silly  sheep,  wha  bide  this  brattle  beating 

O'  winter  war. 

And  through  the  drift,  deep-lairing,  dnWng 

Sprattle,  scramble 

Beneath  a  scaur.  cUfl 

Ilk  happmg  bird,  wee,  helpless  thing, 
That,  in  the  merry  months  o'  spring, 
Delighted  me  to  hear  thee  sing, 

What  comes  o'  thee? 
Whare  wilt  thou  cower  thy  chittering  wing. 

And  close  thy  e'e  ?  [chattering 

Even  you,  on  murdering  errands  toiled. 
Lone  from  your  savage   homes  exiled. 
The  blood-stained  roost,  and  sheep-cot  spoiled, 
My  heart  forgets, 
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While  pitiless  the  tempest  wild 
Sore  on  you  beats. 

Now  Phoebe,  in  her  midnight  reign, 
Dark  muffled,  viewed  the  dreary  plain ; 
Still  crowding  thoughts,  a  pensive  train, 

Rose  in  my  soul, 
When  on  my  ear  this  plaintive  strain 

Slow,  solemn,  stole  :  — 

"Blow,  blow,  ye  winds,  with  heavier  gust! 
And  freeze,  thou  bitter-biting  frost ! 
Descend,  ye  chilly,  smothering  snows ! 
Not  all  your  rage,  as  now  united,  shews 
More  hard  unkindness,  unrelenting, 
Vengeful  malice  unrepenting, 
Than    heaven-illumined    man    on    brother    man 
bestows !  * 

"  See  stem  Oppression's  iron  grip, 
Or  mad  Ambition's  gory  hand, 

Sending,  like  blood-hounds  from  the  slip. 
Wo,  Want,  and  Murder  o'er  a  landl 

E'en  in  the  peaceful  rural  vale, 

Truth,  weeping,  tells  the  mournful  tale, 

1  Blow,  blow,  thou  winter  wind; 
Thou  art  not  80  unkind 

Ah  man*R  inf^atitude.  .  .  . 
Freeze,  frcczo,  thou  bitter  skj; 
Thou  do<<t  not  bite  ao  nigh 

As  b«nL'lit(i  forgot. ...  —  SHAKiniASB. 
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How  pampered  Luxury,  Flattery  by  her  side, 
The  parasite  empoisoning  her  ear, 
With  all  the  servile  wretches  in  the  rear, 
Looks  o'er  proud  Property,  extended  wide ; 
And  eyes  the  simple  rustic  hind, 

Whose  toil  upholds  the  glittering  show, 
A  creature  of  another  kind. 
Some  coarser  substance,  unrefined. 
Placed    for    her  lordly    use   thus   far,  thus  vile 
below. 

**  Where,  where  is  Love's  fond,  tender  throe, 
With  lordly  Honour's  lofly  brow. 

The  powers  you  proudly  own  ? 
Is  there,  beneath  Love's  noble  name. 
Can  harbour  dark  the  selfish  aim. 

To  bless  himself  alone  ! 
Mark  maiden  innocence  a  prey 

To  love-pretending  snares :  — 
This  boasted  Honour  turns  away. 
Shunning  soft  Pity's  rising  sway. 
Regardless  of  the  tears  and  utia vailing  prayers  1 
Perhaps  this  hour,  in  misery's  squalid  nest, 
She  strains  your  infant  to  her  joyless  breast, 
And  with  a  mother's  fears  shrinks  at  the  rock- 
ing blast  ! 

"  Oh  ye  who,  sunk  in  beds  of  down. 
Feel  not  a  want  but  what  yourselves  create. 
Think  for  a  moment  on  his  wretched  fate 
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Whom  friends  and  fortune  quite  disown  ! 
HI  satisfied  keen  Nature's  clamorous  call, 

Stretched  on  his  straw,  he  lays  himself  to  sleep, 
While  through  the  ragged  roof  and  chinky  wall, 
Chill  o'er  his  slumbers  piles  the  drifty  heap  ! 
Think  on  the  dungeon's  grim  confine, 
Where  Guilt  and  poor  Misfortune  pine  ! 
Guilt,  erring  man,  relenting  view ! 
But  shall  thy  legal  rage  pursue 
The  wretch,  already  crushed  low 
By  cruel  Fortune's  undeserved  blow? 
Affliction's  sons  are  brothers  in  distress ; 
A    brother     to    relieve,    how    exquisite     the 
bliss ! " 

I  heard  nae  raair,  for  Chanticleer 
Shook  off  the  pouthery  snaw, 

And  hailed  the  morning  with  a  cheer, 
A  cottage-rousing  craw. 

But  deep  this  truth  impressed  my  mind  — 
Through  all  His  works  abroad. 

The  heart  benevolent  and  kind 
The  most  resembles  God. 
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YOUNG  PEGGY. 

Tune — Last  time  I  came  o'er  the  Mvir. 

Daring  the  autumn  of  1 785,  Burns  had  an  oppor- 
tunity of"  seeing  and  studying  a  being  in  a  great 
measure  new  to  him  —  a  young  accomplished  lady  of 
the    upper   classes.     Miss  Margaret    (usually    called 

in  old  Scottish  style,   Miss   Peggy)   K vras  the 

daughter  of  a  land-proprietor  in  Carrick  :  Bums  met 
her  at  the  house  of  a  Mauchline  friend,  where  she 
was  paying  a  visit.  The  lively  conversation  of  the 
young  lady,  which  he  interpreted  into  wit,  her  youth 
and  beauty,  deeply  impressed  the  susceptible  poet, 
and  in  a  spirit  of  respect  suitable  to  her  rank  and 
apparent  destiny  in  Ufe,  he  made  her  the  subject  of 
a  song,  which  he  sent  to  her  enclosed  in  a  letter. 

The  song  was  first  published  after  the  poet's  deatL 

Young  Peggy  blooms  our  bonniest  lass, 

Her  blush  is  like  the  morning, 
The  rosy  dawn,  the  springing  grass, 

With  early  gems  adorning: 
Her  eyes  outshine  the  radiant  beams 

That  gild  the  passing  shower, 
And  glitter  o'er  the  crystal  streams, 

And  cheer  each  freshening  flower. 
• 

Her  lips,  more  than  the  cherries  bright, 
A  richer  dye  has  graced  themi; 
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They  charm  th'  admiring  gazer's  sight, 
And  sweetly  tempt  to  taste  them: 

Her  smile  is  as  the  evening  mild, 
When  feathered  tribes  are  courting, 

And  little  lambkins  wanton  wild, 
In  playful  bands  disporting. 

Were  Forturie  lovely  Peggy's  foe, 

Such  sweetness  would  relent  her, 
As  blooming  Spring  unbends  the  brow 

Of  surly,  savage  Winter. 
Detraction's  eye  no  aim  can  gain, 

Her  winning  powers  to  lessen  ; 
And  fretful  Envy  grins  in  vain 

The  poisoned  tooth  to  fasten. 

Ye  powers  of  Honour,  Love,  and  Truth, 

From  every  ill  defend  her; 
Inspire  the  highly-favoured  youth 

The  destinies  intend  her  : 
Still  fan  the  sweet  connubial  flame 

Responsive  in  each  bosom, 
And  bless  the  dear  parental  name 

With  many  a  filial  blossom.* 

1  A  letter  to  Miss  K appeared,  without  date,  m 

Cromek's  volume;  Ihe  sonji;  of  Youmj  Peggy,  in  Stewart's 
edition  of  Bumt'i  Potim.  Their  c<)iiiiiH;ti(in  and  date,  and  the 
manner  of  the  poet's  acquaintance  with  the  lady,  are  f(\\vn 
on  the  authoril}-  of  liis  sister,  who  has  a  tolernhly  clear  reol 
lection  of  the  circumstances.  —  The  hard  could  little  ima^in" 
the  sad  fkte  which  was  in  reality  in  store  for  Young  I'ckk^ 
While  this  blooming  creature  of  seventeen  —  fbr  she  was  ii<> 
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SCOTCH  DRINK. 

"  Gie  him  strong  drink,  until  he  wink, 
That's  sinking  in  despair; 
And  liquor  guid,  to  fire  his  bluid. 
That's  prest  wi'  grief  and  care; 
There  let  him  boose,  and  deep  carouse, 

Wi'  bumpers  flowing  o'er, 
Tin  he  forgets  his  loves  or  debts, 
And  minds  his  griefs  no  more." 

Solomon's  Proverbs,  xsxi.  6,  7. 

We  have  now  to  see  Burns  in  a  different  mood, 
le  was  no  lover  of  drink,  but  his  social  spirit  had 
nvested  it  with  many  interesting  associations  in  his 
nind.  Looking  round  for  subjects,  the  poem  of  Fer- 
fusson,  entitled  Caller  Water,  seems  to  have  suggested 
o  him  a  similcir  strain  on  the  artificial  beverages  of 
lis  native  country. 

Let  other  poets  raise  a  fi^cas 

Bout  vines,  and  wines,  and  drucken  Bacchus, 

kiid  crabbit  names  and  stories  wrack  us,        tbx 

And  grate  our  lug  :  ear 

[  sing  the  juice  Scotch  beare  can   raak  us, 

In  glass  or  jug. 

)lder  —  appeared  to  be  followed  and  wooed  by  a  most  eligible 
lover  —  the  youthful  representative  of  the  oldest  and  richest 
ramily  in  Galloway  —  and  thus  in  the  fair  way  to  a  dignified 
position  in  life,  the  powers  of  Honour,  Love,  and  Truth  had 
jlready  been  ontraged,  and  a  train  of  circumstances  com- 
menced, which  was  to  end  in  the  loss  of  her  good  nane  and 
tier  early  death. 
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0  thou,  my  Muse  !    guid  auld  Scotch  drink, 
Whether  through  wimpHn'  worms  thou        ciu-Uug 

jnik,  steal 

Or,  richly  brown,  ream  o'er  the  brink,         cream 

In  glorious  faem, 
Inspire  me,  till  I  lisp  and  wink, 

To  sing  thy  name  ! 

Let  husky  wheat  the  haughs  adorn,  •nXkij* 

And  aits  set  up  their  awnie  horn,  bMided 

And  peas  and  beans,  at  e'en  or  morn, 

Perfume  the  plain, 
Leeze   me    on    thee,   John    Barley-  My  delight  b  in 
corn. 

Thou  king  o*  grain ! 

On  thee  aft  Scotland  chows  her  cood. 

In  souple  scones,  the  wale  o'       i>Mier-o»kM— ohote* 

food! 
Or  tumblin'  in  the  boilin'  flood 

Wi'  kail  and  beef; 
But  when  thou  pours  thy  strong  heart's  blood, 
There  thou  shines  chief. 

Food  Alls  the  wame,  and  keepci  us  livin';     UUj 
Though  life's  a  gift  no  worth  rereivin', 
When  heavy  dragged  wi'  pine  and  jrricvin' ; 

But,  oiled  by  thoi 
The  wheels  o'  life  gae  down-hill  >likviii',  guaiiit 

Wi'  rattliu'  glee. 
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Thou  clears  the  head  o'  doited  Lear;    stapidLore 
Thou  cheers  the  heart  o'  drooping  Care ; 
Thou  strings  the  nerves  o'  Labour  sair, 

At's  weary  toil ; 
Thou  even  brightens  dark  Despair 

Wi'  gloomy  smile. 

\.ft  clad  in  massy  siller  weed, 
Wi'  gentles  thou  erects  thy  head ;  * 
Yet  humbly  kind  in  time  o'  need, 

The  poor  man's  wine, 
His  wee  drap  parritch,  or  his  bread, 

Thou  kitchens  fine.*  reiishset 

Thou  art  the  life  o'  public  haunts  ; 

But  thee,  what  were  our  fairs  and  rants  ?  withoat 

Even  godly  meetings  o'  the  saunts, 

By  thee  inspired^ 
When  gaping  they  besiege  the  tents,* 

Are  doubly  fired. 

That  merry  night  we  get  the  corn  in, 
O  sweetly  then  thou  reams  the  horn  in  I 
Or  reek  in'  on  a  New-year  morning 

1  As  ale  in  silver  mugs,  at  the  tables  of  the  wealthy, 

2  Brisk  small-beer  is  a  favorite  relish  to  porridge  in  Scot- 
land. This  humane  passage  redeems  much  that  is  objection- 
able in  the  poem. 

3  Sitting  round  the  movable  pulpits  erected  in  the  open  air 
at  parochial  celebrations  of  the  communion.  —  See  notes  to 
UUy  Fair. 
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In   cog  or   bicker,  wooden  Teawto 

And  just  a  wee  drap  sp'ritual  burn  in, 

And  gusty  sucker !  saToiy  sngmp 

When  Vulcan  gies  his  bellows  breath, 

And  ploughmen  gather  wi'  their  graith,  implements 

Oh  rare !   to  see  thee  fizz  and  freath  fro* 

I'  the  lugget  caup  !  ••wJ  cup 

Then  Burnewin  comes  on  like  death      Blacksmith 

At  every  chap. 

Nae  mercy,  then,  for  aim  or  steel ; 
The  brawnie,  bainie,  ploughman  chiel. 
Brings  hard  owerhip,  wi'  sturdy  wheel. 

The  strong  forehammer, 
Till  block  and  studdie  ring  and  reel  mtO 

Wi'  dinsome  clamour. 

When  skirlin'  weanies    see   the        icre«min«  infimu 

light, 
Thou  maks  the  gossips  clatter  bright. 
How  fumblin'  cuifs  their  dearies  slight ;         tboU 

Wae  worth  the  name  I 
Nae  howdie  gets  a  social  night,  midwifc 

Or  plack  frae  them.  <»*n 

When  neebors  anger  at  a  plea, 

And  just  HH  wud  a.H  wud  can  be,  aMd 

How  easy  can  the  barley-bree 

Cement  the  quarrel ! 
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It's  aye  the  cheapest  lawyer's  fee 
To  taste  the  barrel. 

Alake !  that  e'er  my  Muse  has  reason 

To  wyte  her  countrymen  wi'  treason  1  biama 

But  monie  daily  weet  their  weason  throat 

Wi'  liquors  nice, 
And  hardly  in  a  winter's  season 

E'er  spier  her  price.  Mk 

Wae  worth  that  brandy,  burning  trash ! 

Fell  source  o'  monie  a  pain  and  brash  !     dckneas 

Twins  monie  a  poor,  doylt,  drucken    deprires  —  stupid 

hash,  rough  fellow 

O'  half  his  days ; 
And  sends,  beside,  auld  Scotland's  cash 
To  her  warst  faes. 

Ye  Scots,  wha  wish  auld  Scotland  well. 
Ye  chief,  to  you  my  tale  I  tell : 
Poor  plackless  devils  like  mysel', 

It  sets  you  ill, 
Wi'  bitter,  dearthfu'  wines  to  mell,     dear— medtUe 

Or  foreign  gilL 

May  gravels  round  his  blather  wrench, 
And  gouts  torment  him  inch  by  inch, 
Wha  twists  his  gruntle  wi'  a  glunch  mouth— fttwm 
O'  sour  disdain, 

VOL.  I.  14 
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Out  owre  a  glass  o'  whisky-punch 
Wi'  honest  men  ! 


Oh  whisky  !  soul  o'  plays  and  pranks ! 

Accept  a  bardie's  gratefu'  thanks ! 

When  wanting  thee,  what  tuneless  cranks' 

Are  ray  poor  verses ! 
Thou  comes  —  they  rattle  i'  their  ranks 

At  ither's ! 

Thee,  Ferintosh !  oh  sadly  lost ! 

Scotland  lament  frae  coast  to  coast ! 

Now  colic  grips,  and  barkin'  hoast,  ooogh 

May  kill  us  a'; 
For  loyal  Forbes'  chartered  boast 

Is  ta'en  awa  !  *'' 


1  Crank  —  the  noise  of  an  ungreased  wheoi. 

3  For  services  and  expenses  on  the  public  account  at  the 
Revolution,  Forbes  of  Culloden  was  empowered,  by  an  act 
of  the  Scottish  Parliament  in  1600,  to  distil  whiskey  on  his 
barony  of  Ferintosh,  in  (."roinartj-shir«>,  free  of  duty.  This  in- 
considerately conferred  privilcf^e  in  time  became  the  source  of 
a  great  revenue  to  the  family ;  and  FvrinU»ii  was  at  length  rec- 
ognized as  something  like  a  synonyme  for  whiskey,  so  much 
of  it  Was  tliere  distilled.  Ky  the  act  respecting  the  Scutch 
distilleries  in  ]7H.'>,  this  privilege  was  declared  to  be  alxilished, 
the  I^rils  of  the  Treasury  being  left  to  make  such  compcD* 
sation  to  the  existing  Mr.  Forbes  an  should  be  deemed  just, 
or,  should  they  fail  to  make  a  .sati.sfuotory  arningement,  the 
caM  ^as  to  be  ducided  by  a  jury  Intfore  the  Scottish  Conrt  of 
Exchetiutr.  The  Lords  foiling  to  satisty  Mr.  Forbes,  the  cas« 
was  accordingly  tried  by  a  jury,  November  21),  178A,  when  it 
was  bhown  by  Mr.  Henry  I'.rskiiie.  the  phiintifTs  counsel,  tiiat 
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Thae  curst  fiorse-leeches  o'  th'  Excise, 
Wha  mak  the  whisky-stells  their  prize ! 
Haud  up  thj  han',  Deil!  ance,  twice,  thrice  I 

There,  seize  the  blinkers ! 
And  bake  them  up  in  brunstane  pies 

For  poor  d d  drinkers. 

Fortune !  if  thou'll  but  gie  me  still 

Hale  breeks,  a  scone,  and  whiskj-gill,    b»riey-«aw 

And  rowth  o'  rhyme  to  rave  at  will,      abundance 

Tak  a'  the  rest. 
And  deal't  alx>ut  as  thy  blind  skill 

Directs  thee  best. 

the  privilege  could  be  made  to  yield  no  less  than  ^7,000  a 
year  to  the  family,  though  the  actual  annual  gains  from  it,  at 
an  average  of  the  last  thirteen  years,  was  but  a  little  mora 
than  i:i,0O0.  He  further  showed,  that  while  the  right  was 
an  undoubted  piece  of  property,  which  nothing  could  justly 
take  awaj-,  the  family  had  not  failed  to  deserve  it,  as  they 
had  ever  continued  useful  and  loyal  servants  to  the  govern- 
ment. Air.  Duncan  Forbes,  the  late  Lord  President,  having, 
in  particular,  spent  no  less  than  ^20.0(K)  of  his  private  for- 
tune in  suppressing  the  rebellion  of  1745-6.  The  jury  sur- 
prised the  l>ords  of  the  Treasury  by  decreeing  the  sum  of 
jC21,580  for  "loyal  Forbes'  chartered  boast." 
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THE  AUTHOR'S  EARNEST  CRY  AND 
PRAYER 

ro     THE     SCOTCH     REPRESENTATIVES     IN     THE     HOUSE    OF 
COMMONS. 

"  Dearest  of  distillation!  last  aud  best! 
How  art  thou  lost!  "  — Parody  on  Milton. 

Towanls  the  close  of  the  year  1786,  loud  complainta 
were  made  by  the  Scottish  distillers  respecting  the  vex- 
atious and  oppressive  manner  in  which  the  Excise 
laws  were  enforced  at  their  establishments  —  such 
rijTor,  they  said,  being  exercised  at  the  instigation  of 
tlie  London  distillers,  who  looked  with  jealousy  on 
the  success  of  their  northern  brethren.  So  great  was 
the  severity  of  the  Excise,  that  many  distillers  were 
obliged  to  abandon  the  trade,  and  the  price  of  barley 
was  beginning  to  be  affected.  Illicit  distillation  wiu-; 
also  found  to  be  alarmingly  on  the  increase.  In  con- 
8e<pience  of  the  earnest  remonstrances  of  the  distillers, 
bac'ked  by  the  county  gentlemen,  an  act  was  passed 
in  (he  session  of  178G  (alluded  to  by  the  author), 
whereby  the  duties  on  low  wines,  spirits,  eti;.,  were 
dist^ontiimed,  and  an  aimual  tax  imposed  on  stills,  ac- 
cording to  their  capacity.  This  act  gave  general  sat- 
islaction.  — These  verses  seem  to  have  bt'en  com[M)se<l 
<luring  the  general  outcry  against  fiscal  oppression  at 
the  end  of  1786,  or  beginning  of  1786. 

Yk  Iri.-li  lords,  ye  knights  and  sqiiiros, 
Willi  rcprcMcnl  uur  brughs  und  bhires, 
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And  doucelj  manage  our  affairs  «oberiy 

In  parliament, 
To  you  a  simple  Bardie's  prayers 

Are  humbly  sent. 

Alas !  ray  roopit  ^  Muse  is  hearse  ! 

Your  honours'  heart  wi'  grief  'twad  pierce, 

To  see  her  sittin'  on  her  

Low  i'  the  dust, 
And  screechin'  out  prosaic  verse, 

And  hke  to  burst ! 

Tell  them  wha  hae  the  chief  direction, 
Scotland  and  me's  in  great  affliction. 
E'er  sin'  they  laid  that  curst  restriction 

On  aqua  vitae  ; 
And  rouse  them  up  to  strong  conviction. 

And  move  their  pity. 

Stand  forth,  and  .tell  yon  Premier  youth," 

The  honest,  open,  naked  truth  : 

Tell  him  o'  mine  and  Scotland's  drouth, 

His  servants  humble: 
The  muckle  devil  blaw  ye  south. 

If  ye  dissemble. 

Does  ony  great  man  glunch  and  gloom?      ftowa 
Speak  out,  and  never  fash  your  thoom !      trouble 

1  A  person  at  the  last  stage  of  cold  in  the  throat  is  said  in 
Scotland  to  be  roopit.    The  word  is  not  in  Jamieson. 
«  Mr.  Pitt 
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Let  posts  and  pensions  sink  or  soom  ■wim 

Wi'  them  wha  grant  'em : 

If  honestly  they  canna  come, 

Far  better  want  'em. 

In  gath'rin'  votes  you  were  na  slack ; 
Now  stand  as  tightly  by  your  tack  ; 
Ne'er  claw  your  lug,  ami  fidge  your     ear— shruf 
back, 

And  hum  and  haw  ; 
But  raise  your  arm,  and  tell  your  crack,    speech 

Before  them  a'. 

Paint  Scotland  greeting  owre  her  thrissle,  weeping 
Her  mutchkin  stoup  as  toom's  a  whistle  ;  empty 
And  d d  exciseman  in  a  bussle, 

Seizin'  a  stell, 
Triumpliant  crushin't  like  a  mussel 

Or  lampit  shell.  Umpet 

Then  on  the  tither  hand  present  her, 

A  blackguard  smuggler,  right  behint  her, 

And  cheek -for-chow,  a  chufRe  vintner        fct-ftoed 

CoUeaguing  join. 
Picking  her  pouch  as  bare  as  winter  , 

Of  n'  kind  coin. 

Is  there,  that  brars  tlie  name  o'  Scot, 
But  feels  his  heart's  bluid  rising  hot, 
To  see  bis  poor  auld  mithcr's  pot 
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Thus  dung  in  staves,  knocked 

And  plundered  o'  her  hindmost  groat 
By  gallows  knaves  ? 

Alas  !  I'm  but  a  nameless  wight, 

Trod  i'  the  mire  out  o'  sight ! 

But  could  I  like  Montgomeries  fight,* 

Or  gab  like  Boswell,^ 
There's  some  sark-necks  I  wad  draw  tight, 

And  tie  some  hose  weU. 

GKxl  bless  your  honours,  can  ye  see't, 

The  kind,  auld,  cantie  carlin  greet,  cheerful  old  wife 

And  no  get  warmly  to  your  feet, 

And  gar  them  hear  it,  in*ke 

And  tell  them  with  a  patriot  heat. 

Ye  winna  bear  it? 

Some  o'  you  nicely  ken  the  laws, 
To  round  the  period  and  pause. 
And  wi'  rhetdric  clause  on  clause 

To  mak  harangues  ;  — 
Then  echo  through  Saint  Stephen's  wa's 

Auld  Scotland's  wrangs ! 

1  The  poet  here  allades,  in  chief,  to  Hngh  Montgomeiy  of 
Coilsfield,  representative  of  Ayrshire  in  parliament,  and  sub- 
sequently twelfth  Earl  of  Eglintoune.  He  had  served  as  an 
officer  in  the  American  war. 

2  James  Boswell  of  Auchinleck,  the  well-known  biographer 
of  JohnsoD.  He  frequently  sftoke  at  the  Ajrrshire  county 
meetings. 
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Dempster/  a  true  blue  Scot  I'se  warran' ; 
Thee,  aith-detesting,  chaste  Kilkerran ; ' 
And  that  glib-gabbet  Highland  teady-tongned 

baron, 

The  Laird  o'  Graham;' 
And  ane,  a  chap  that's  d d  auldfarran,  «agactoua 

Dundas  his  name* 

Erskine,"  a  spunkie  Norland  billie ; 
True  Campbells,  Frederick'  and  Hay;' 
And  Livingstone,  the  bauld  Sir  WiUie ; 

And  mony  ithers, 
Whom  auld  Demosthenes  or  Tully 

Might  own  for  brithers. 

1  George  Dempster  of  Dunnichen.  See  the  EpiitU  to  Jamea 
Smith,  and  The  Vuion. 

2  Sir  Adam  Fergusson  of  Kilkerran,  Bart.  He  had  several 
times  represented  Ayrshire,  but  at  present  was  member  foi 
the  city  of  Eklinburgh. 

*  The  Marquis  of  Graham,  oldest  son  of  the  Duke  of  Mon- 
trose. He  became  the  third  Duke  of  Montrose,  and  died  in 
1836. 

*  The  Right  Hon.  Henry  Dunda.'<,  Treasurer  of  the  Navy, 
and  M.  P.  for  Edinburghshire,  afterwards  Viscount  Melville. 

'  Probably  Thomas  Ersi^ine,  afterwards  Lord  Ersklne;  but 
he  wng  not  then  in  parliament. 

*  Ijonl  Frederick  Campbell,  second  brother  of  the  Duke  of 
Argyle,  Lord  liegister  of  Scotland,  and  M.  P.  for  the  county 
of  Argylo  in  4his,  and  the  ooo  preceding,  and  the  two  ■ubso> 
quent  piirliainent«. 

">  Hay  Campbell,  Lord  Advocate  for  Scotland,  repnaent*- 
tive  in  this  parliament  of  the  Glaagow  group  of  burghs.  Ho 
was  afterwards  President  of  the  Court  of  Session,  and  died  in 
18S8  at  an  advanced  ago. 
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See,  sodger  Hugh,  my  watchman  stented,    chosen 

If  bardies  e'ei  are  represented ; 

I  ken  if  that  your  sword  were  wanted, 

Ye'd  lend  a  hand, 
But  when  there's  ought  to  say  anent  it       about 

Ye're  at  a  stand.^ 


Arouse,  my  boys !  exert  your  mettle, 
To  get  auld  Scotland  back  her  kettle ; 
Or  faith,  I'll  wad  my  new  plough- 
pettle, 

Te'U  see't  or  lang. 
Shell  teach  you  wi'  a  reekin'  whittle, 

Anither  sang. 


pledge 

stick 

ere 

knife 


This  while  she's  been  in  crankous  mood  ;   ftetfui 
Her  lost  militia^  fired  her  bluid ; 
(Dell  na  they  never  mair  do  guid. 

Played  her  that  pliskie !)  trick 

And  now  she's  like  to  rin  red-wud  mad 

About  her  whisky. 

1  This  stanza,  alluding  to  the  imperfect  elocution  of  the 
gallant  Montgomery  of  Goilsfield,  was  omitted  from  the  poem 
by  the  author. 

2  A  militia  bill  for  Scotland  was  introduced  into  parliament 
in  1782,  when  the  country  was  in  danger  of  French  and 
Dutch  invasion.  The  Rockingham  ministry,  perhaps  taking 
alarm  at  the  attitude  of  the  Irish  militia,  proposed  a  clause  at 
the  third  reading  for  facilitating  enlistment  from  the  designed 
militia  into  the  arm 3*;  and  the  bill,  being  declined  in  this 
furm  by  Dempster  and  other  patriots,  was  lost. 
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And  L —  !  if  ance  they  pit  her  till't, 
Her  .tartan  petticoat  she'll  kilt, 
And  durk  and  pistol  at  her  belt, 

She'll  tak  the  streets, 
And  rin  her  whittle  to  the  hilt 

r  th'  first  she  meets ! 

For  G —  sake,  sirs  !  then  speak  her  fair 
And  straik  her  cannie  wi'  the  hair,  gmtiy 

And  to  the  muckle  house  repair, 

Wi'  instant  speed, 
And  strive,  wi'  a'  your  wit  and  lear,     learning 

To  get  remead.  remedy 

Yon  ill-tongued  tinkler,  Charlie  Fox, 
May  taunt  you  wi'  his  jeers  and  mocks ; 
But  gie  him't  het,  my  hearty  cocks  ! 

E'en  cow  the  cadie !  fellow 

And  send  him  to  his  dicing-box 

And  sporlin'  lady. 

Tell  yon  guid  bluid  o'  auld  Boconnocks,^ 
I'll  be  his  debt  twa  mashhiiu    bannocks,' 

1  Mr.  Pitt's  fattier,  tiic  Earl  of  Chatham,  waa  the  eecond 
son  of  Robert  Pitt  of  Boconnock,  in  the  county  of  Comwull. 

>  "  Sconea  made  from  u  mixture  of  o&t»,  peas,  or  bean.'*, 
with  wheat  or  barley,  )^ound  line,  and  denominated  mrnhlum, 
arc  in  general  use,  and  form  a  wholesome  and  palatable  food." 
—  New  BUUittical  Account  vf  Scotland,  pariih  of  Dairy,  Ayr- 
ihirt. 
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And  drink  his  health  in  auld  Nanse  Tinnock's* 

Nine  times  a  week, 
If  he  some  scheme,  like  tea  and  winnocks,' 

Wad  kindly  seek. 

Could  he  some  commutation  broach, 

I'll  pledge  my  aith  in  guid  braid  Scotch, 

He  need  na  fear  their  foul  reproach. 

Nor  erudition. 
Yon  mixtie-maxtie  queer  hotch-potch, 

The  Coalition. 

Auld  Scotland  has  a  raucle  tongue  ;  stout 

She's  just  a  devil  wi'  a  rung;  bludgeon 

And  if  she  promise  auld  or  young 

To  tak  their  part, 
Though  by  the  neck  she  should  be  strung, 

She'll  no  desert. 

And  now,  ye  chosen  Five-and-Forty, 
May  still  your  mither's  heart  support  ye; 


1  A  worthy  old  hostess  of  the  author's  in  Mauchline,  wherq 
he  sometimes  studies  politics  over  a  glass  of  guid  auld  Scotch 
drink.  —  B.  Nanse's  story  was  different.  On  seeing  the 
poem,  she  declared  that  the  poet  had  never  been  but  once  or 
twice  in  her  house.  A  portrait  of  Nanse  was  taken  by  Brooks 
in  1799,  and  has  been  engraved. 

■^  The  young  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  had  gained  some 
cri'lit  by  a  measure  introduced  in  1784  for  preventing  smug- 
gling of  tea  by  reducing  the  duty,  the  revenue  being  compen- 
sated by  a  tax  on  windows. 
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Then,  though  a  minister  grow  dorty,         suikj 
And  kick  your  place, 

Ye'U  snap  your  fingers  poor  and  hearty, 
Before  his  face. 

God  bless  your  honours  a'  your  days, 

Wi'  sowps  o'  kail  and  brats  o'  claise,         suIm 

In  spite  o'  a'  the  thievish  kaes  jackdaws 

That  haunt  St.  Jamie's  ! 
Your  humble  Poet  sings  and  prays. 

While  Rab  his  name  is. 


POSTSCRIPT. 

Let  half-starved  slaves  in  warmer  skies 
See  future  wines,  rich  clust'ring,  rise; 
Their  lot  auld  Scotland  ne'er  envfes, 

But  blithe  and  frisky. 
She  eyes  her  freeborn,  martial  boys 

Tak  aff  their  whisky. 

What  though  their  Phojbus  kinder  warms. 
While  fragrance  blooms  and  beauty  charms ! 
When  wretches  range,  in  famished  swarms, 

The  scented  groves, 
Or  hounded  forth,  dishonour  arras 

In  hungry  droves. 

Their  gun's  a  burden  on  their  shouther ; 
They  downa  bido  the  stink  o'  powther ;  eMMt 
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Their  bauldest  thought's  a  hank'ring 

swither  uncertainty 

To  Stan'  or  rin, 
Till  skelp  —  a  shot  —  they're  aff,  a'thr'owther,  i^ 
To  save  their  skin. 

But  bring  a  Scotchman  frae  his  hill, 
Clap  in  his  cheek  a  Highland  gill, 
Say  such  is  royal  George's  will, 

And  there's  the  foe,  — 
He  has  nae  thought,  but  how  to  kill 

Twa  at  a  blow. 

Nae  cauld,  faint-hearted  doublings  tease  him  ; 
Death  comes  —  wi'  fearless  eye  he  sees  him ; 
Wi'  bluidy  han'  a  welcome  gies  him  ; 

And  when  he  fa's. 
His  latest  draught  o'  breathin'  lea'es  him 

In  faint  huzzas  ! 

Sages  their  solemn  een  may  steek,  rfmt 

And  raise  a  philosophic  reek,  mist 

And  physically  causes  seek. 

In  clime  and  season  ; 
But  tell  me  whisky's  name  in  Greek, 

I'll  tell  the  reason. 

Scotland,  my  auld,  respected  mither  ! 

Thougii  whiles  ye  moistify  your  leather,  sometimes 

'nil  whai'e  ye  sit,  ou  craps  o'  heather  crop* 
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Ye  tine  your  dam ;  ion 

Freedom  and  whisky  gang  thegither !  — 
Tak  aff  your  dram  ! 


THE  AULD  FARMER'S  NEW- YEAR  MORN- 
ING SALUTATION  TO  HIS  AULD  MARE 
MAGGIE, 

ON     OIVIMO     IIKR     THE     ACCUSTOMED     RIPP     OF     CORK,  TO 
HANSEL   IN   TIIK   NEW    YEAR. 

To  the  early  part  of  1786  may  be  referred  a 
poem  which  seems  to  have  attracted  less  attention 
than  most  others  of  the  same  degree  of  effort,  but 
which,  we  think,  })resents  a  most  pleasing  strain  of 
that  benevolent  feeling  which  Burns  entertained  tow- 
ards the  humbler  animals.  He  here  assumes  a  fic- 
titious character  —  that  of  an  old  farmer. 

A  GUiD  New-year  I  wish  thee,  Maggie ! 
Hae,  tliere's  a  ripp  to  thy  auld  baggie  :    h»ndfuJ 
Though  thou's  howe-backit,  now,  and  hoiiow-Ucked 
knaggie,  bony 

I've  seen  the  day 
Thou  could  hae  gaen  like  ony  staggie  «»i» 

Out-owre  the  lay. 

Though  now  thou's  dowie,  stiff,  and  crazy,  drooplof 
And  thy  auld  hide's  as  white's  a  daisy, 
Tve  seen  thee  dappl't,  sleek,  and  glaizie, 
A  bonny  gray : 
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He  should  been  tight  that  daur't  to  raize     excite 
thee 

Ance  in  a  day. 

Thou  ance  was  i'  the  foremost  rank, 

A  fiUj  buirdly,  steeve,  and  swank,  stout— firm— etateiy 

And  set  weel  down  a  shapely  shank 

As  e'er  tread  yird ;  ground 

And  could  hae  flown  out-owre  a  stank        morass 

Like  ony  bird. 

It's  now  some  nine-and-twenty  year, 

Sin'  tliou  was  ray  guid-father's  meare; 

He  gied  me  thee,  o'  tocher  clear,  dowry 

And  fifty  mark; 
Though  it  was  sma',  'twas  weel-won  gear. 

And  thou  was  stark.  strong 

When  first  I  gaed  to  woo  my  Jenny, 

Ye  then  was  trottin'  wi'  your  rainuie  ;        mother 

Though  ye  was  trickie,  slee,  and  funnie, 

Ye  ne'er  was  donsie :  mi«chie»oua 

But  hamely,  tawie,*  quiet,  and  cannie. 

And  unco  sonsie.  engn^m 

That  day  ye  pranced  wi'  muckle  pride, 
When  ye  bure  hame  my  bonny  bride: 
And  sweet  and  gracefu'  she  did  ride, 
Wi'  maiden  air ! 

I  That  allows  itaelf  peaceably  to  be  handled. 
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KyltsStewart  I  could  bragged  wide,        chaUenged 
For  sic  a  pair. 

Tliough  now  ye  dow  but  hoyte  and        can— Ump 

hobble, 
And  wintle  like  a  sauinont-coble,  stagger— salmon-boat 
That  day  ye  was  a  jinker  noble,  runner 

For  heels  and  win'! 
And  ran  them  till  they  a'  did  wauble  wd 

Far,  far  behin' ! 

When  thou  and  I  were  young  and 

skeigh,  high-mettled 

And  stable-meals  at  fairs  were  dreigh,  teJious 
How  thou  would  prance,  and  snore,  and  skreigh, 

And  tak  the  road!  [naigh 

Town's  bodies  ran,  and  stood  abeigh,  off 

And  ca't  thee  mad. 

When  thou  was  corn't,  and  I  was  mellow, 
We  took  the  road  aye  like  a  swallow  : 
At  brooses  *  thou  had  ne'er  a  fellow 

For  pith  and  speed  ; 
But  every  tail  thou  pay't  them  hollow, 

Whai-e'er  thou  gaed. 

The  sma'  droop-rumpl't,  hunter  cattle,  thin^Uaked 

Might  aiblins  waur't  thee  for  a      perhapi  hara  wonM 

brattle  nat 

1  A  nco  at  a  uuuriage  ii  called  a  ftrooM. 
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But  sax  Scotch  miles  thou  try't  their  mettle, 

And  gar't  them  whaizle  :  whe«s 

Nae  whip  nor  spur,  but  just  a  wattle 

O*  saugh  or  hazle.  willow 

Thou  was  a  noble  fittie-lan',* 

As  e'er  in  tug  or  tow  was  drawn  ! 

Aft  thee  and  I,  in  aught  hours'  gaun, 

In  guid  March  weather, 
Hae  turned  sax  rood  beside  our  han' 

For  days  thegither. 

Thou    never   braindg't,  and   fetch't,^  and       raged 

fliskit,  fretted 

But  thy  auld  tail  thou  wad  hae  whisket. 

And  spread  abreed  thy  weel-filled  brisket    breast 

Wi'  pith  and  power, 
Till  spritty  knowes  wad  rair't  and  risket. 

And  slypet  owre.' 

When  frosts  lay  lang,  and  snaws  were  deep, 

And  threatened  labour  back  to  keep, 

I  gied  thy  cog  a  wee  bit  heap  wooden  dish 

Aboon  the  timmer ;  wood 

I  kenn'd  my  Maggie  wad  na  sleep 

For  that,  or  simmer.  «• 

^  The  near  hone  of  the  hindmost  pair  in  the  plough. 

2  Pulled  irregularly. 

8  "  Till  hillocks,  where  the  earth  was  full  of  tough-rooted 
plants,  would  have  given  forth  a  cracking  sound,  and  the 
clods  gently  fallen  over." 
vou  I.  16 
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In  cart  or  car  thou  never  reestit ; 

The  stayest  brae  thou  wad  hae  fac't  it ;    steepest 

Thou  never  lap,  and  sten't,  and  breastit, 

Then    stood   to   blaw  ;         [reaped  — spruni 

Bat  just  thy  step  a  wee  thing  hastit, 

Thou   snoov't  awa'.  went  on  qoletly 

My  pleugh  is  now  thy  baim-time  a*,* 
Four  gallant  brutes  as  e'er  did  draw ; 
Forbye  sax  mae  I've  sell't  awa', 

That  thou  hast  nurst : 
They  drew  me  thretteen  pund  and  twa, 

The  very  warst. 

Monie  a  sair  daurk  we  twa  hae  dmy^nmt* 

wrought, 
And  wi'  the  weary  warl'  fought ; 
And  monie  an  anxious  day  I  thought 

We  wad  be  beat ; 
Yet  here  to  crazy  age  we're  brought, 

Wi'  something  yet. 

And  think  na,  my  auld  trusty  servan', 
That  now  jwrhaps  thou's  less  deservin', 
And  thy  auld  days  may  end  in  starvin* ; 

For  my  last  fow,  butbii 

A  beapit  stimpart,'  I'll  reserve  ane 

Laid  by  for  you. 

>  All  the  four  horMS  now  working  in  my  plough  aro  thy 
progeny, 
s  The  eighth  part  of  a  buahel. 
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We've  worn  to  crazy  years  thegither ; 

We'll  toyte  about  wi'  ane  anither ;  mow 

Wi'  tentie  care  I'll  flit  thy  tether,  mova 

To  some  hain'd  rig,  gayedridgo 

Where  ye  may  nobly  rax  your  leather,      stretch 

Wi*  sma'  fatigue. 


THE  TWA  DOGS: 


••  The  tale  of  the  Ttoa  Dogs,"  says  Gilbert  Bums, 
"  was  composed  after  the  resolution  of  publishing  was 
nearly  taken.  Robert  had  a  dog  which  he  called 
Luath,  that  was  a  great  favorite.  The  dog  had  been 
killed  by  the  wanton  cruelty  of  some  person  the  niorht 
before  my  father's  death.  Robert  said  to  me  that  he 
should  like  to  confer  such  immortality  as  he  could  be- 
stow on  his  old  friend  Luath,  and  that  he  had  a  great 
mind  to  introduce  something  into  the  book  under  the 
title  of  Stanzas  to  the  Memory  of  a  Quadruped  Friend ; 
but  this  plan  was  given  up  for  the  poem  as  it  now 
stands.  Caesar  was  merely  the  creature  of  the  poet's 
imagination,  created  for  the  purpose  of  holding  cha 
with  his  favorite  Luath." 

'TwAS  in  that  place  o'  Scotland's  isle 
That  bears  the  name  o'  Auld  King  Coil,* 

1  Kyle,  the  middle  district  of  Ayrshire.    The  portion  to  the 
north  of  the  river  Ayr  is  distinguished  as  Kyle-Stewart,  hav- 
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Upon  a  bonny  day  in  June, 

When  wearing  through  the  afternoon, 

Twa  dogs  tliat  were  na  thrang  at  harae,       bngy 

Forgathered  ance  upon  a  time.  Bnconnter»d 

The  first  I'll  name,  they  ca'd  him  CiBsar, 

Was  keepit  for  his  honour's  pleasure ; 

His  hair,  his  size,  his  mouth,  his  lugs,  "«• 

Shewed  he  was  nane  o'  Scotland's  dogs, 

But  whalpit  some  place  far  abroad, 

Whare  sailors  gang  to  fish  for  cod. 

His  locked,  lettered,  braw  brass-collar, 
Shewed  him  the  gentleman  and  scholar ; 
But  though  he  was  o'  high  degree, 
The  fient  a  pride  —  nae  pride  had  he  ;        deuce 
But  wad  hae  spent  an  liour  caressin', 
E'en  wi'  a  tinkler-gipsy's  messan.  o«r 

At  kirk  or  market,  mill  or  smiddie, 
Nae  tawted  tyke,  though  e'er  sae  <Ur*y 

duddie,  nggwl 

But  he  wad  stan't,  as  glad  to  see  him, 
And  stroan't  on  staned  and  hillocks  wi'  him. 

The  tither  was  a  ploughman's  collie,  vm 

A  rhyming,  ranting,  roving  billie,  fcUow 

Wha  for  his  friend  and  comrade  had  him, 

ing'once  belonged  to  that  familj,  and  aftenrards  to  the  eld- 
eat  aon  of  the  aovereign.  Thin  was  the  district  in  which 
Bonu  had  lived  since  his  nineteenth  year. 
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And  in  his  freaks  had  Luath  ca'd  him, 

After  some  dog  in  Highland  sang,^ 

Was  made  lang  syne  —  Lord  knows  how  lang ! 

He  was  a  gash  and  faithful  tyke,  sagacionj 

As  ever  lap  a  sheugh  or  dike.  ditch— wau 

His  honest,  sonsie,  baws'nt  face,^  comely 

Aye  gat  him  friends  in  ilka  place.  each 

His  breast  was  white,  his  touzie  back  shaggy 
Weel  clad  wi'  coat  o'  glossy  black ; 

His  gaucy  tail,  wi'  upward  curl,  joUy 

Hung  o'er  his  hurdles  wi'  a  swirl.  hips 

Nae  doubt  but  they  were  fain  o'  ither,  fond 

And  unco  pack  and  thick  thegither ;  intimate 

Wi'  social  nose  whyles  snuffed  and  snowkit, 
Whyles    mice    and    moudieworts    they  moles 

howkit,  dng 

Whyles  scoured  awa'  in  lang  excursion, 
And  worried  ither  in  diversion ; 
Until  wi'  daffin'  weary  grown,  sporting 

Upon  a  knowe  they  sat  them  down,  hiUock 

And  there  began  a  lang  digression 
About  the  lords  o'  the  creation. 

CiESAR. 

I've  aften  wondered,  honest  Luath, 

What  sort  o'  life  poor  dogs  like  you  have; 

1  CuchuUin's  dog  in  Ossian's  FingaL  — B. 

2  Having  a  white  stripe  down  the  face. 
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And  when  the  gentry's  life  I  saw, 

What  way  poor  bodies  lived  ava.  atau 

Our  laird  gets  in  his  racked  rents, 

His  coals,  his  kain,^  and  a'  his  stents;* 

He  rises  when  he  likes  himsel'; 

His  flunkies  answer  at  the  bell ; 

He  ca's  his  coach,  he  ca's  his  horse ; 

He  draws  a  bonny  silken  purse 

As  lang's  my  tail,  whare,  through  the 

steeks,  ■tttobM 

The  yellow  lettered  Geordie  keeks. 


Frae  morn  to  e'en  it's  nought  but  toiling. 
At  baking,  roasting,  filing,  boiling ; 
And  though  the  gentry  first  are  stechin,    Btufflng 
Yet  e'en  the  ha'  folk  fill  their  kitohen-peopi* 

pechan  \Mj 

Wi'  sauce,  ragouts,  and  sic-like  trashtrie, 
That's  little  short  o'  downright  wa-stiie. 
Our  whipper-in,  wee  blastit  wonner,         Jnteriopw 
Poor  worthless  elf,  it  eats  a  dinner 
Better  than  ony  tenant  man 
His  honour  has  in  a'  the  Ian' ; 
And  what  poor  oot-folk  pit  their  painch    (tomarh* 

in, 
I  own  it's  past  my  comprehension. 

1  Rent  in  the  shape  of  fkrm-produo*. 
s  AwcuBnuinti 
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Trowth,  Caesar,  whyles  they're  fash't  enough ; 

A  cotter  howkin'  in  a  sheugh,  [troubled 

Wi'  dirty  stanes  biggin'  a  dike, 

Barring  a  quarry,  and  sic-like :  ftndng 

Himself,  a  wife,  he  thus  sustains, 

A  smytrie  o'  wee  duddie  weans,  heap  — ragged 

And  nought  but  his  han'  darg,  to  keep  day's  work 

Them  right  and  tight  in  thack  and  rape.* 

And  when  they  meet  wi'  sair  disasters. 
Like  loss  o'  health,  or  want  o'  masters, 
Ye  maist  wad  think,  a  wee  touch  langer. 
And  they  maun  starve  o'  cauld  and  hunger  ; 
But  how  it  comes,  I  never  kenn'd  yet, 
They're  maistly  wonderfu'  contented: 
And  buirdly  chiels,  and  clever  hizzies,    stont— gMa 
Are  bred  in  sic  a  way  as  this  is. 


But  then  to  see  how  ye're  negleckit. 

How  huffed,  and  cuffed,  and  disrespeckit ! 

"L — ,  man,  our  gentry  care  as  little 

For  delvers,  ditchers,  and  sic  cattle ; 

They  gang  as  saucy  by  poor  folk, 

As  I  wad  by  a  stinkin'  brock.  iwdcM 

I've  noticed,  on  our  Laird's  court-day, 

And  roonie  a  time  my  heart's  been  wae, 

Poor  tenant  bodies,  scant  o'  cash, 

^  Thatch  and  rope,  t.  e.  clothes  and  necessaries. 
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How  they  maun  thole  a  factor's  bMrwith 

snash :  «buM 

He'll  stamp  and  threaten,  curse  and  swear, 
He'll  apprehend  them,  poind  their  gear ;    distrain 
While  thej  maun  stan',  wi''  aspect  humble. 
And  hear  it  a',  and  fear  and  tremble ! 

I  see  how  folk  live  that  hae  riches ; 
But  surely  poor  folk  maun  be  wretches ! 


They're  no  sae  wretched's  ane  wad  think  ; 
Though  constantly  on  poortith's  brink :        porer^ 
They're  sae  accustomed  wi'  the  siglit, 
The  view  o't  gies  them  little  fright. 
Then  chance  and  fortune  are  sae  guided, 
They're  aye  in  less  or  mair  provided  ; 
And  though  fatigued  wi'  close  employment, 
A  blink  o'  rest's  a  sweet  enjoyment. 

The  dearest  comfort  o'  their  lives, 

Their  grushie  weans  and  faithfu'  wives ;    thriTinc 

The  prattling  things  are  just  their  pride. 

That  sweetens  a'  their  fireside  ; 

And  whyles  twalpennie  worth  *  o'  nappy         »h 

Can  mak  the  bodies  unoo  happy. 

They  lay  aside;  their  private  cares, 

To  mind  the  Kirk  and  State  affairs : 

They'll  talk  o*  patronage  and  priests, 

^  A  pennyworth,  twelve  pence  of  Scotch  money  being  eqnal 
to  one  penny  sterling. 
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Wi'  kindling  fury  in  their  breasts, 

Or  tell  what  new  taxation's  comin', 

And  ferlie  at  the  folk  in  Lon'on.  wonder 

As  bleak-faced  Hallowmas  returns, 

They  get  the  jovial,  ranting  kirns,       harveat-homeB 

When  rural  life  o*  every  station 

Unite  in  common  recreation ; 

Love  blinks,  Wit  slaps,  and  social  Mirth 

Forgets  there's  Care  upo'  the  earth. 

That  merry  day  the  year  begins. 

They  bar  the  door  on  fi-osty  win's  ; 

The  nappy  reeks  wi'  mantling  ream,      ale— froth 

And  sheds  a  heart-inspiring  steam  : 

The  luntin'  pipe,  and  sneeshin-raill,  smoWng— snuff-box 

Are  handed  round  wi'  right  guidwill; 

The  cantie  auld  folks  crackin'  crouse,  talking  briskly 

The    young    anes   rantin'   through   the      romping 

house. 
My  heart  has  been  sae  fain  to  see  them. 
That  I  for  joy  hae  barkit  wi'  them. 

Still  it's  owre  true  that  ye  hae  said, 

Sic  game  is  now  owre  aften  played. 

There's  monie  a  creditable  stock 

O'  decent,  honest,  fawsont  fo'k  seemij 

Are  riven  out  baith  root  and  branch, 

Some  rascal's  pridefu'  greed  to  quench, 

Wha  thinks  to  knit  himsel'  the  faster 
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In  favour  wi*  some  gentle  master, 

Wha  aiblins  thrang  a  parliamentin',     perhap«bin7 

For  Britain's  guid  his  saul  indentin* 


C^SAB. 

Haith,  lad,  ye  little  ken  about  it ; 

For  Britain's  guid  !   guid  faith,  I  doubt  it 

Say  rather,  gaun  as  Premiers  lead  him, 

And  saying  Ay  or  No's  they  bid  him : 

At  operas  and  plays  parading, 

Mortgaging,  gambling,  masquerading ; 

Or  maybe,  in  a  frolic  daft,  n«d 

To  Hague  or  Calais  takes  a  waft. 

To  mak  a  tour  and  tak  a  whirl. 

To  learn  bon  ton,  and  see  the  worl'. 

There,  at  Vienna  or  Versailles, 

He  rives  his  father's  auld  entails ;  taus 

Or  by  Madrid  he  takes  the  route. 

To  thrum  guitars,  and  fecht  wi'  nowte ;    baUocta 

Or  down  Itiilian  vista  startles, 

W hunting  amaiig  groves  o*  myrtles ; 

Then  bouses  drumly  Grerman  water,  muddj 

To  mak  himsel'  look  fair  and  fatter, 
And  clear  the  consequential  sorrows, 
Love-gifts  of  Carnival  signoras. 

For  Britain's  guid  !  —  for  her  dctstruction  I 
Wi'  dissipation,  feud,  and  faction. 
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LUATH. 

Hech,  man !   dear  sirs !   is  that  the  gate 
They  waste  sae  mony  a  braw  estate ! 
Are  we  sae  foughten  and  harassed  worried 

For  gear  to  gang  that  gate  at  last !    money  —  way 

Oh  would  they  stay  aback  frae  courts, 

And  please  themsel's  wi'  country  sports, 

It  wad  for  every  ane  be  better, 

The  Laird,  the  Tenant,  and  the  Cotter ! 

For  thae  frank,  rantin',  ramblin'  billies,        blades 

Fient  haet  o'  them's  ill-hearted  fellows  ;      no  one 

Except  for  breakin'  o'  their  timmer, 

Or  speakin*  hghtly  o'  their  limmer,  mistress 

Or  shootin'  o'  a  hare  or  moorcock, 

The  ne'er  a  bit  they're  ill  to  poor  folk. 


But  will  ye  tell  me,  Master  Caesar 
Sure  great  folk's  life's  a  life  o'  pleasure  ? 
Nae  cauld  or  hunger  e'er  can  steer  them,      stii 
The  very  thought  o't  needna  fear  them. 

CiGSAR. 

L — ,  man,  were  ye  but  whyles  whare  I  am. 
The  gentles  ye  wad  ne'er  envy  'em. 
It's  true  they  needna  starve  or  sweat, 
Through  winter's  cauld,  or  simmer's  heat ; 
They've  nae  sair  wark  to  craze  their  banes. 
And  fill  auld  age  wi*  grips  and  granes  ; 
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But  human  bodies  are  sic  fools, 

For  a'  their  colleges  and  schools, 

That  when  nae  real  ills  perplex  them, 

They  mak  enow  themsel's  to  vex  them; 

And  aye  the  less  they  hae  to  sturt  them,  moieat 

In  like  proportion  less  will  hurt  them. 

A  country  fellow  at  the  pleugh. 

His  acre's  tilled,  he's  right  eneugh ; 

A  country  girl  at  her  wheel. 

Her  dizzen's  done,  she's  unco  weel:  doMi 

But  Gentlemen,  and  Ladies  warst, 

Wi'  even -down  want  o'  wark  are  curst,    downright 

They  loiter,  lounging,  lank,  and  lazy; 

Though  deil  haet  ails  them,  yet  uneasy;    nothing 

Their  days  insipid,  dull,  and  tixsteless ; 

Their  nights  unquiet,  lang,  and  restless. 

And  e'en  their  sports,  their  balls  and  races, 
Their  galloping  through  public  places, 
There's  sic  parade,  sic  pomp  and  art, 
The  joy  can  scarcely  reach  the  heart. 

The  men  cast  out  in  party  matches,  qoum 

Then  sowther  a'  in  deep  debauches  ;  •»»*« 

Ae  night  they're  mad  wi  drink  and  w — iiig, 
Niest  day  their  life  is  past  enduring. 

Tlie  Ladies  arm-in-arm  in  clusters, 

As  great  and  gracious  a*  as  sisters ;  iniiiMH 
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^ut  hear  their  absent  thoughts  o'  ither, 
rhey're  a'  run  deils  and  jads  thegither. 
Whyles  o'er  the  wee  bit  cup  and  platie, 
They  sip  the  scandal  potion  pretty ; 
Or  lee-lang  nights,  wi'  crabbit  leuks, 
Pore  owre  the  devil's  pictured  beuks  ;  caida 

Stake  on  a  chance  a  farmer's  stackyard, 
And  cheat  like  ony  unhanged  blackguard. 

There's  some  exception,  man  and  woman ; 
But  this  is  Gentry's  life  in  common. 

By  this,  the  sun  was  out  o'  sight, 

And  darker  gloaming  brought  the  night : 

The  bum-clock  hummed  wi'  lazy  drone ;     beetle 

The  kye  stood  rowtin'  i'  the  loan ;  lowing— miiking-ysmi 

When  up  they  gat,  and  shook  their  lugs,       ear« 

Rejoiced  they  were  na  men,  but  dogs ; 

And  each  took  aff  his  several  way, 

Resolved  to  meet  some  ither  day. 


TO  A  LOUSE, 

OH  8EEINO  ONE  ON  A  LADT'S  BONHET  AT  CHDBCH. 

Ha  !  where  ye  gaun,  ye  crawlin'  ferlie  ?     wonder 
Your  unpudence  protects  you  sairly : 
I  canna  say  but  ye  strunt  rarely  strui 

Owre  gauze  and  lace; 


238  TO    A    LOUSE.  ^  [1786. 

Though  faith,  I  fear  ye  dine  but  sparely 
On  sic  a  place. 

Ye  ugly,  creepin',  blastit  wonner, 

Detested,  shunned,  by  saunt  and  sinner, 

How  dare  you  set  your  fit  upon  her,  fix>t 

Sae  fine  a  lady  ? 
Gae  somewhere  else,  and  seek  your  dinner 

On  some  poor  body. 

Swith,  in  some  beggar's  hafFet  squattle ;  quick— cheek 
There  ye  may  creep,  and  sprawl,  and  sprattle 
Wi'  ither  kindred,  jumping  cattle,  [•onunbla 

In  shoals  and  nations ; 
Whare  horn  nor  bane  ne'er  daur  unsettle 

Your  thick  plantations. 

Now  hand  you  there,  ye're  out  o'  sight, 
Below  the  fatt'rels,  snug  and  tight ;       ribboD-uidi 
Na,  faith  ye  yet !   ye'll  no  be  right 

Till  ye've  got  on  it. 
The  very  tapmost,  towering  height 

O'  Miss's  bonnet. 

My  sooth  I    right  bauld  ye  set  your  nose  out, 
A«  plump  and  gray  as  ony  grozet ;         goor»b«nry 
Oh  for  some  rank,  mercurial  rozet,  ««in 

Or  fell,  red  smeddum  !  p©wdM 

I'd  gie  you  sic  a  hearty  doze  o't, 

Wad  dresu  your  droddum !        hnteh 


.arr.  27.]  TO   A   LOLSK.  239 

I  wad  na  been  surprised  to  spy 

You  on  an  auld  wife's  flannen  toy ;  cap 

Or  aiblins  some  bit  duddie  boy,  ragged 

On's  wyliecoat ;  nnderrcrt 

But  Miss's  fine  Lunardi !  *   fie  ! 

How  daur  ye  do't? 

Oh,  Jenny,  dinna  toss  your  head, 
And  set  your  beauties  a*  abread ! 
Ye  little  ken  what  cursed  speed 

The  blastie's  makin' !       Bhrfreiied  dwarf 
Thae  winks  and  finger-ends,  I  dread, 

Are  notice  takin' ! 

Oh  wad  some  power  the  giftie  gie  us 

To  see  oursel's  as  others  see  us ! 

It  wad  frae  monie  a  blunder  free  us. 

And  foolish  notion : 
What  airs  in  dress  and  gait  wad  lea'e  us. 

And  even  devotion  ! 

1  Lunardi  made  several  ascents  in  his  balloon  in  Scotland  in 
1785,  and  gave  rise  to  a  kind  of  bonnet  bearing  his  name. 
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THE  ORDINATION. 

"  For  sense  they  little  owe  to  frugal  Heaven  — 
To  please  the  mob,  they  hide  the  little  given." 

At  this  time,  by  the  death  of  a  moderate  clei^- 
oian  named  Mutrie,  there  was  much  excitement  in 
Kihnarnock,  it  being  uncertain  whether  the  patron 
would  appoint  a  moderate  or  a  high-Jlier  in  his  place. 
When  it  was  learned  that  the  appointment  had  been 
settled  in  favor  of  the  Reverend  James  Mackinlay, 
a  young  scion  of  the  zealous  party,  there  was  great 
joy  throughout  that  camp.  They  remembered  how  a 
moderate  —  or,  as  Burns  called  it,  a  common-sense 
divinity  —  had  come  into  their  precincts  twenty  years 
before,  with  Mutrie's  predecessor,  Lindsay,  and  much 
they  bewailed  the  effects  of  so  long  a  predominance 
of  error.  But  now  this  place  was  to  be  taken  by  one 
who  might  be  expected  to  do  much  to  repair  the  evil. 
The  moderates  were  proportionately  vexed.  To  con- 
sole them  as  far  as  {)ossible,  Burns  composed  a  poem 
containing  an  anticipatory  view  of  the  approaching 
coriMDony,  by  which  Mackinlay  was  to  be  introduced 
to  his  care.l 

Kilmarnock    wabstera,   fidge      wMvm— adc^ 
and  claw, 
And  {>our  your  creeshie  nations ;  ki«m7 

And  ye  wha  leather  rax  and  dmw,         •twtoh 

1  The  actual  ordination  of  Mackinlay  did  not  t«k«  place 
till  the  0th  April,  1780. 
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O'  a'  denominations,* 
Swith  to  the  Laigh  Kirk,  ane  an  a',         quick 

And  there  tak  up  your  stations  ; 
Then  aff  to  Begbie's^  in  a  raw 

And  pour  divine  libations 

For  joy  this  day. 

Curst  Common  Sense,  that  imp  o'  h — , 

Cam  in  \vi'  Maggie  Lauder ; ' 
But  Oliphant  aft  made  her  yell, 

And  Russell  sair  raisca'd  her ;  *  abused 

This  day  Mack  inlay  taks  the  flail. 

And  he's  the  boy  will  blaud  her !  slap 

He'll  clap  a  shangan  on  her  tail,  cleft  stick 

And  set  the  bairns  to  daud  her         bespatter 
Wi'  dirt  this  day. 

Mak  haste  and  turn  King  David  owre, 

And  lilt  wi'  holy  clangor ;  ring 

1  Kilmarnock  was  then  a  town  of  between  three  and  fonr 
thousand  inhabitants,  most  of  whom  were  engaged  in  the 
manufacture  of  carpets,  and  other  coarse  woollen  goods,  or  in 
the  preparation  of  leather. 

2  A  tavern  near  the  church. 

8  There  was  a  popular  notion  that  Mr.  Lindsay  had  been 
indebted  for  his  presentation  from  the  patron.  Lord  Glencaim, 
to  his  wife,  Margaret  Lauder,  who  was  believed,  but,  I  am 
assured,  erroneously,  to  have  been  his  lordship's  housekeeper. 
Mr.  Lindsay's  induction,  in  1764,  was  so  much  in  opposition 
to  the  sentiments  of  the  people,  that  it  produced  a  not,  at- 
tended by  many  outrages. 

*  Oliphant  and  Russell  were  Kilmarnock  ministers  of  the 
Zealous  party. 

VOL.  I.  IG 
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O'  double  verse  come  gie  us  four, 

And  skirl  up  the  Bangor :  sing  sbruiy 

This  day  the  Kirk  kicks  up  a  stoure,        •*•"' 
Nae  raair  the  knaves  shall  wrang  her, 

For  Heresy  is  in  her  power, 

And  gloriously  she'll  whang  her  itisp 

Wi'  pith  this  day. 

Come,  let  a  proper  text  be  read, 

And  touch  it  aff  wi'  vigour, 
How  graceless  Ham'  leugh  at  his  dad,  langfaed 

Which  made  Canajin  a  nigger; 
Or  Phinehas  *  drove  the  murdering  blade. 

With  w —  abhorring  rigour ; 
Or  Zipporah,'  the  scauldin'  jad, 

Was  like  a  bluidy  tiger 

r  the  inn  that  day. 

There,  try  his  mettle  on  the  creed, 

And  bind  him  down  wi'  caution, 
That  stipend  is  a  carnal  weed 

He  taks  but  for  the  flishion  ; 
And  gie  him  owre  the  flock  to  feed) 

And  punish  each  transgression  ; 
Especial,  rams  that  cross  the  breed, 

Gie  them  .sulFicient  threshin' 

Spare  them  nae  day. 

>  Oeneais,  ix.  22.  *  Nurat>on,  xxr.  S 

•  Exodus,  iv.  26. 
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Now,  auld  Kilmarnock,  cock  thy  tail, 

And  toss  thy  horns  fu'  canty ;  merry 

Nae  mair  thou'll  rowte  out-owre  the  dale,  low 
Because  thy  pasture's  scanty ; 

For  lapfu's  large  o'  gospel  kail 
Shall  fill  thy  crib  in  plenty. 

And  runts  o'  grace  the  pick  and      cabbage-stems 

wale,  "  choice 

No  gien  by  way  o'  dainty, 
But  ilka  day. 

Nae  mair  by  Babel's  streams  we'll  weep, 

To  think  upon  our  Zion  ; 
And  King  our  fiddles  up  to  sleep. 

Like  baby-clouts  a-dryin' : 
Come,  screw  the  pegs,  wi'  tunefu'  cheep. 

And  o'er  tlie  thairms  be  tryin' ;     fiddle  strings 
Oh,  rare !  to  see  our  elbucks  wheep,     elbows  fly 

And  a'  like  lamb-tails  flyin' 
Fu'  fast  this  day. 

Lang,  Patronage,  wi'  rod  o'  airn,  iron 

Has  shored  the  Kirk's  undoin',  menaced 

As  lately  Fenwick,  sair  forfairn,  distressed 
Has  proven  to  its  ruin :  * 

1  Allusion  is  here  made  to  the  long-dispnted  settlemeut  of 
Mr.  William  Uoyd  as  minister  of  tlie  parish  of  Fenwick. 
The  people  Ijeiu^'  prej\iili«;c(l  uf^aiiist  liiia  as  a  moderate,  or  as 
one  brought  Forward  by  that  party,  his  iioniination  was  com- 
bated as  long  ai!  pos.>(il)Ie;  but  he  was  at  length  ordained  in 
the  couDcil-chamber  of  Irvine,  June  25, 1782.    SJi    Boyd  af- 
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Oar  patron,  honest  man !  Glencairn, 

He  saw  mischief  was  brewin', 
And  like  a  godly  elect  bairn 

He's  waled  us  out  a  true  ane, 
And  sound  this  day. 

Now,  Robertson,^  harangue  nae  mair, 

But  steek  your  gab  for  ever;  cioae— nuontii 

Or  try  the  wicked  town  of  Ayr, 

For  there  they'll  think  you  clever; 
Or,  nae  reflection  on  your  lear,  leaxning 

Ye  may  commence  a  shaver ; 
Or  to  the  Netherton  *  repair, 

And  turn  a  carpet-weaver 

Aff-hand  this  day. 

Mutrie  '  and  you  were  just  a  match, 

We  never  had  sic  twa  drones : 
Auld  Hornie  did  the  Laigh  Kirk  watch, 

Just  like  a  winkin*  baudrons :  <»» 

And  aye  lie  catchod  the  titiier  wretch. 

To  fry  thera  in  his  caudrons  : 
But  now  his  honour  maun  detach, 

Wi'  a*  his  brimstone  squadrons, 
Fast,  fa^t  this  day. 

terwanls  bocAine  an  acceptable  pastor  to  his  flock,  over  whom 
he  prenided  till  hiit  deatlt  at  an  advanced  a|;o  in  1828. 

»  The  colleaicue  of  the  newly -ordained  clergyman  —  a  mod- 
erate. 

*  A  portion  of  the  town  of  Kilinnrnock. 

•  Tbt*  dvceaoed  clurgyuiou  whom  Mr.  Mackiolay  suooeedwL 
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See,  see  auld  Orthodoxy's  faes 

She's  swingein  through  the  city : 
Hark  how  the  nine-tailed  cat  she  plays ! 

I  vow  it's  unco  pretty : 
There  Learning,  with  his  Greekish  face, 

Grunts  out  some  Latin  ditty, 
And  Common  Sense  is  gaun,  she  says. 

To  mak  to  Jamie  Beattie  * 

Her  plaint  this  day. 

But  there's  Morality  himsel' 

Embracing  all  opinions  ; 
Hear  how  he  gies  the  tither  yell, 

Between  his  twa  companions ; 
See  how  she  peels  the  skin  and  fell. 

As  ane  were  peelin'  onions  ! 
Now  there  —  they're  packed  aff  to  h — , 

And  banished  our  dominions 

Henceforth  this  day. 

Oh  happy  day  !  rejoice,  rejoice ! 

Come  bouse  about  the  porter ! 
Morality's  demure  decoys 

Shall  here  nae  mair  find  quarter: 
Mackinlay,  Russell,  are  the  boys 

That  heresy  can  torture : 

1  Probably  the  well-known  author  of  the  Ettay  on  Truth  is 
here  meant.  Local  antiquaries  are  unable  to  give  any  other 
explanation. 
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They'll  gie  her  on  a  rape  a  hoyse,  hoist 

And  cowe  her  measure  shorter  do<* 

By  th'  head  some  day. 

Come,  bring  the  tither  mutchliin  in, 

And  here's  for  a  conclusion  :  — 
To  every  New  Light  mother's  son, 

From  this  time  forth,  Confusion  ! 
If  raair  they  deave  us  wi'  their  din,  deiAn 

Or  Patronage  intrusion, 
We'll  light  a  spunk,  and  every  skin  match 

We'll  rin  them  afF  in  fusion, 

Like  oil  some  day.* 


AN    ADDRESS    TO    THE    UNCO    GUID,  OR 
THE   RIGIDLY    RIGHTEOUS. 

"  M7  son,  these  maxims  make  a  rule, 
And  lump  them  aye  thepither: 
The  Rigid  iiight^iuus  is  a  tool, 

The  Kigid  Wine  anither. 
The  clcane:$t  corn  that  e'er  was  dight     winnowed 
May  hae  some  pyles  o'  caff  in ;  ohmff 

So  ne'er  *  fellow-creature  slight 
For  random  dta  0'  da/Iin."  fbUjr 

Solomon.  —  Eccles.  vii.  16. 

We  venture,  on  conjecture,  to  refer  to  this  period, 
a  poem  containing  some  lincti  calculated  to  engrave 

1  Mackinlay  Iwcamo  a  favorite  preacher,  very  much,  it  m 
Mid,  in  coiimxiuonce  of  his  "  fine  manner,"  for  he  had  UtU« 
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themselves  on  the  heart,  but  which  did  not  see  the 
light  till  after  the  fame  of  Bums  was  established. 


Oil  ye  wha  are  sae  guid  yoursel', 

Sae  pious  and  sae  holy, 
Ye've  nought  to  do  but  mark  and  tell 

Your  neebour's  tauts  and  folly  :  — 
Whase  life  is  like  a  weel-gaun  mill, 

Supplied  wi'  store  o'  water, 
The  heaped  happer's  ebbing  still, 

And  still  the  clap  plays  clatter:  — 

Hear  me,  ye  venerable  core, 

As  counsel  for  poor  mortals. 
That  frequent  .pass  douce  Wisdom's  door       sober 

For  glaikit  Folly's  portals!  wie 

I,  for  their  thoughtless,  careless  sakes, 

Would  here  propone  defences, 
Their  donsie  tricks,  their  black  mistakes,  nniudcy 

Their  failings  and  mischances. 

Ye  see  your  state  wi'  theirs  compared, 

And  shudder  at  the  niffer  :  «xcbaiiga 

But  cast  a  moment's  fair  regard. 

What  raaks  the  mighty  differ? 
Discount  what  scant  occasion  gave 

That  purity  ye  pride  in. 
And  (what's  aft  mair  than  a'  the  lave)  *wt 

Your  better  art  o'  hiding. 

variety  of  illustrartfln.    He  survived  till  1841,  attaining  th« 
pati  iarchal  age  of  eighty -five  years. 
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Think,  when  your  castigated  pulse 

Gies  now  and  then  a  wallop, 
What  ragings  must  his  veins  convulse, 

That  still  eternal  gallop ; 
Wi'  wind  and  tide  fair  i'  your  tail, 

Right  on  ye  scud  your  sea-way  ; 
But  in  the  teeth  o'  baith  to  sail, 

It  makes  an  unco  lee-way. 

See  Social  Life  and  Glee  sit  down, 

All  joyous  and  unthinking, 
Till,  quite  iransmugrified,  they're  grown 

Debauchery  and  Drinking. 
Oh  would  they  stay  to  calculate 

Th'  eternal  consequences ! 
Or  your  more  dreaded  hell  to  state. 

Damnation  of  expenses  ! 

Ye  high,  exalted,  virtuous  dames, 

Tied  up  in  godly  laces. 
Before  ye  gie  poor  Frailty  names, 

Sup{K)se  a  change  o'  cases; 
A  dear-loved  lad.  convenience  snug, 

A  treacherous  inclination  — 
But,  let  me  whisper  i'  your  lug,  om 

Ye're  aiblins  nae  temptation.  perhaps 

Then  gently  scan  your  brother  man. 

Still  gentler  sister  woman ; 
Though  they  may  gang  a  kennin'         ■maUnuktiw 
wrang, 
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To  step  aside  is  human : 
One  point  must  still  be  greatly  dark. 

The  moving  why  they  do  it : 
And  just  as  lamely  can  ye  mark 

How  far  perhaps  they  rue  it. 

Who  made  the  heart,  'tis  He  alone 

Decidedly  can  try  us ; 
He  knows  each  chord  —  its  various  tone. 

Each  spring  —  its  various  bias. 
Then  at  the  balance  let's  be  mute; 

We  never  can  adjust  it ; 
What's  done  we  partly  may  compute. 

But  know  not  what's  resisted. 


THE  INVENTORY. 

Df  ANSWER  TO  A  MAJfDATK  BY  THE  SUBVETOR  OF  THB 
TAXES. 

In  May  1 785,  in  order  to  liquidate  ten  millions  of 
unfunded  debt,  Mr.  Pitt  made  a  considerable  addition 
to  the  number  of  taxed  articles,  amongst  which  were 
female-servants.  The  poem  seems  to  have  been  called 
forth  by  the  bard's  receipt  of  the  next  annual  mandate 
from  Mr.  Aiken  of  Ayr,  surveyor  of  taxes  foi  the  dis- 
trict. 

Sm,  as  your  mandate  did  request, 
I  send  you  here  a  faithfu'  li^t 
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O'  gudes  and  gear,  and  a'  my  graith,  farniaUng 
To  which  Tm  clear  to  gie  my  aith. 

Imprimis,  then,  for  carriage-cattle, 
I  have  four  brutes  o'  gallant  mettle, 
As  ever  drew  afore  a  pettle.  piough-stksk 

My  ban'  afore's*  a  gude  auld  has-been, 
And  wight  and  wilfu'  a'  his  days  been,   strong 
My  ban'  ahin's  ^  a  weel-gaun  (illy, 
That  aft  has  borne  me  harae  frae  Killie,' 
And  your  auld  burro'  monie  a  time, 
In  days  when  riding  was  nae  crime. 
But  ance,  whan  in  my  wooing  pride, 
I  like  a  blockhead  boost  to  ride,         mustneedi 
The  wilfu'  creature  sae  I  pat  to 
(L — ,  pardon  all  my  sins,  and  that  too ! ) 
I  played  my  filly  sic  a  shavic,  trick 

She's  a'  bedevil'd  wi'  the  spavie. 
My  fur  ahin's  *  a  wordy  beast,  worthy 

As  e'er  in  tug  or  tow  was  traced,     hide  or  rope 
The  fourth's  a  Highland  Donald  hastie, 
A  d — d  red  wud  Kilburnie  blastiel'  nud 

F'orbye  a  cowte  o'  cowtes  the  wale,  ooit— ohoioe 

1  Tho  fore-horse  on  the  Icfl  hand  in  the  plough. 

*  Tlie  hindmost  on  the  left  hand  in  the  plough. 

*  Kilmarnock. 

*  The  hindmost  homo  on  the  right  hand  in  the  plough. 

'  (Slirivellcd  old  thing.)  Hums  had  Itouglit  this  hone  at  a 
Rilburiiic  fair,  fVom  one  Williuni  Kirkwood,  a  noted  horao* 
coupcr,  who  lived  at  liaillicstnn  in  that  noighborltood,  and 
who  realized  a  fortune  by  his  trade. 
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As  ever  ran  afore  a  tail, 

If  he  be  spared  to  be  a  beast. 

He'll  draw  me  fifteen  pun'  at  least. 

Wheel-carriages  I  hae  but  few, 

Three  carts,  and  twa  are  feckly  new;     mostly 

Ae  auld  wheelbarrow,  mair  for  token 

Ae  leg  and  baith  the  trams  are  broken ;  shafts 

I  made  a  poker  o'  the  spin'le. 

And  my  auld  mither  brunt  the  trin'Ie.      wheel 

For  men,  I've  three  mischievous  boys, 
Run  deils  for  rantin'  and  for  noise  ;      Run  wild 
A  gaudsman  ane,  a  thrasher  t'other,  ploughman 
Wee  Davock  bauds  the  nowt  in  fother.* 
I  rule  them,  as  I  ought,  discreetly. 
And  afien  labour  them  completely ;  thrash 

And  aye  on  Sundays  duly,  nightly, 
I  on  the  Questions  targe  them  tightly ;  examine 
Till,  faith,  wee  Davock's  turned  sae  gleg,     quick 
Though  scarcely  langer  than  your  leg. 
He'll  screed  you  afF  Effectual  Calling,^ 
As  fast  as  ony  in  the  dwalling. 
I've  nane  in  female  servin'  station 
(L —  keep  me  aye  frae  a'  temptation  !) 
I  hac  nae  wife  —  and  that  my  bliss  is, 

1  Keeps  the  cattle  in  fodder. 

2  In  the  Shorter  Catechism  of  the  Westminster  Assembly 
of  Divines  —  imiversally  used  in  Scotland,  and  commonly 
called  The  Qutstians  —  What  it  Efftclual  Calling  t  is  one  erf 
the  interrogations. 
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And  ye  have  laid  nae  tax  on  misses. 

Wi'  weans  I'm  mair  than  weel  contented, 

Heaven  sent  me  ane  mae  than  I  wanted. 

My  sonsie,  smii'king,  dear-bought  Bess,^  comely 

She  stares  the  daddy  in  her  face, 

Enough  of  ought  ye  like  but  grace  ; 

But  her,  my  bonny  sweet  wee  lady, 

I've  paid  enough  for  her  alrea<ly, 

And  gin  ye  tax  her  or  her  mither, 

B'  the  L — !   ye'se  get  them  a'  thegither. 

And  now,  remember,  Mr.  Aiken, 
Nae  kind  of  licence  out  I'm  takin' ;  •     •     • 
My  travel  a'  on  foot  I'll  shank  it,  walk 

I've  sturdy  bearers,  Gude  be  thankit.  *     *     • 
Sae  dinna  put  me  in  your  buke. 
Nor  for  my  ten  white  shillings  luke. 

This  list  wi'  ray  ain  hand  I've  wrote  it. 
The  day  and  date  as  under  noted ; 
Then  know  all  ye  whom  it  concerns, 
Subscripsi  huic,  Robert  Burns. 

HossoiKL,  Febrtiary  22, 1786. 

1  The  poot'H  child,  then  an  inmato  of  Mossgiel,  and  about 
fifteen  inonthB  old. 
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TO  MR.  JOHN  KENNEDY. 

The  letter  which  follows  was  the  consequence  of 
a  request  for  a  sight  of  his  Cotter's  Saturday  Night, 
from  a  person  named  John  Kennedy,  who  then  resided 
as  c:lerk  or  sulvfactor  at  Dumfries  House,  the  seat  of 
the  Earl  of  Dumfries,  a  few  miles  from  Mauchline. 
It  is  characteristic  of  the  frankness  of  Burns,  and  ex- 
presses some  of  his  predominant  feelings. 

MossGiEL,  3d  March,  1786. 
Sir  —  I  have  done  myself  the  pleasure  of  comply- 
ing with  your  request  in  sending  you  my  Cottager. 
If  you  have  a  leisure  minute,  I  should  be  glad  you 
would  copy  it,  and  return  me  either  the  original  or  the 
transcript,  as  I  have  not  a  copy  of  it  by  me,  and  I 
have  a  friend  who  wishes  to  see  it. 

Now,  Kennedy,  if  foot  or  horse 

E'er  bring  you  in  by  Mauchline  Corse,* 

L — ,  man,  there's  lasses  there  wad  force 

A  hermit's  fancy ; 
And  down  the  gate,  in  faith,  they're  worse,  «*d 

And  mair  unchancy. 

But,  as  I'm  sayin',  please  step  fo  Bow's, 
And  taste  sic  gear  as  Johnnie  brews, 

1  The  market-cross  of  the  village. 
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Till  some  ^bit  ctiUaii  bring  me  news 
That  you  are  there  ; 

And  if  we  dinna  baud  a  bouze, 
I'se  ne'er  drink  mair. 


[1786. 
boy 

bold 


It's  no  I  like  to  sit  and  swallow, 

Then  like  a  swine  to  puke  and  wallow  ; 

But  gie  me  just  a  true  guid  fallow, 

Wi'  right  engine,         tamper— genius 
And  spunkie,  ance  to  make  us  mellow,     lively 

And  then  we'll   sliine. 

Now,  if  ye're  ane  o'  warld's  folk, 

Wha  rate  the  wearer  by  the  cloak, 

And  sklent  on  poverty  their  joke,  giano* 

Wi'  bitter  sneer, 
Wi'  you  no  friciidsliip  will  I  troke,       exob»ng« 

Nor  cheap  nor  dear. 

But  if,  as  I'm  informed  weel, 
Ye  hate,  as  ill's  the  very  deil, 
The  flinty  heart  that  canna  feel. 

Come,  sir,  here's  tae  you  1 
Hae,  there's  my  han',  I  wiss  you  weel, 

And  guid  be  wi'  you  I 

11.  B. 
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INSCRIBED  ON  THE  BLANK-LEAF  OF  A 
COPY  OF  MISS  HANNAH  MORE'S  WORKS, 
PRESENTED    BY   THE  AUTHOR. 

3d  April,  1786. 

Trod  flattering  mark  of  friendship  kind, 
Still  may  thy  pages  call  to  mind 

The  dear,  the  beauteous  Donor: 
Though  sweetly  female  every  part, 
Yet  such  a  head,  and  more  the  heart. 

Does  both  the  sexes  honour. 
She  shewed  her  taste  refined  and  just 

When  she  selected  thee, 
Yet  deviating  own  I  must. 
In  sae  approving  me ; 

But  kind  still,  I'll  mind  still 

The  Giver  in  the  gift  — 
I'll  bless  her,  and  wiss  her 

A  friend  aboon  the  lift.         aboretiwBky 
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TO  A  MOUNTAIN  DAISY, 

OS  TUBNIHO  ONB  DOWN  WITH  THE  FLOaOH  IN  APRIL,  1780. 

The  title  of  this  piece  was  originally  The  Gotoan: 
the  English  appellation  was  subsequently  adopted. 

Wee,  modest,  crimson-tipped  flower, 

Thou's  met  me  in  an  evil  hour ; 

For  I  maun  crush  araang  the  stoure  du«» 

Thy  slender  stem : 
To  spare  thee  now  is  past  my  power, 

Thou  bonny  gem. 

Alas!   it's  no  thy  neibor  sweet, 
The  bonny  lark,  companion  meet, 
Bending  thee  *mang  the  dewy  weet, 

Wi'  speckled  breast. 
When  upward-springing,  blithe,  to  greet 

The  purpling  east  ! 


Cauld  blew  the  bitter  biting  north 
Upon  thy  early,  humble  birth  ; 
Yet  cheerfully  thou  glinted  forth 

Amid  the  storm. 
Scarce  reared  above  the  parent  earth 

Thy  tuuder  form. 
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The  flaunting  flowers  our  gardens  yield, 
High  shekering  woods  and  wa's  maun  shield 
But  thou,  beneath  the  random  bield    protectkw 

(y  clod  or  stane, 
Adorns  the  histie  stibble-field,  417 

Unseen,  alane. 

There,  in  thy  scanty  mantle  clad. 
Thy  snawie  bosom  sunward  spread. 
Thou  lifts  thy  unassuming  head 

In  humble  guise ; 
But  now  the  share  uptears  thy  bed. 

And  low  thou  lies ! 

Such  is  the  fate  of  artless  maid. 
Sweet  floweret  of  the  rural  shade  ! 
By  love's  simplicity  betrayed, 

And  guileless  trust, 
Till  she,  like  thee,  all  soiled,  is  laid 

Low  i'  the  dust. 

Such  is  the  fate  of  simple  bard, 

On  life's  rough  ocean  luckless  starr'dl 

Unskilful  he  to  note  the  card 

Of  prudent  lore. 
Till  billows  rage,  and  gales  blow  hard, 

And  whelm  him  o'er! 

Such  fate  to  suffering  worth  is  given, 

Who  long  with  wants  and  woes  has  striven, 

VOL.  I.  17 
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By  human  pride  or  cunning  driven 

To  misery's  brink, 
Till  wrenched  of  every  stay  but  Heaven, 

He,  ruined,  sink ! 

Even  thou  who  mourn'st  the  Daisy's  fate, 
That  fate  is  thine  —  no  distant  date; 
Stern  Buin's  ploughshare  drives,  elate. 

Full  on  thy  bloom, 
Till  crushed  beneath  the  furrow's  weight, 

Shall  be  thy  doom. 


LAMENT, 

OOOASIONED   BT  THE  UHFOKTUNATB   I8SUB  OF  A   FRIBNO'S 
AMUUR. 

**  Alas !  how  oft  does  goodness  wound  itself, 
And  sweet  affection  prove  the  spring  of  woe!  " — Homb. 

When  it  appeared,  in  the  spring  of  1786,  tlwt  the 
love  between  the  poet  and  Jean  Armour  had  become 
transgression.  Burns  iind  his  brother  were  beginning 
to  fear  that  their  farm  would  prove  a  ruinous  concern. 
Ho  yielded,  nevurttieluMS,  to  the  wish  of  his  unhappy 
partner  to  acknowledge  her  as  his  wife,  and  thus  repair 
as  far  as  possible  the  consoquences  of  their  error.  IIu 
gave  her  such  an  acknowledgment  in  writing  —  a  doo 
umcnt  suiHcient  in  the  law  of  Scotland  to  constituta 
what  is  called  an  irregular,  though  perfectly  valid. 
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marriage.  Jean  probably  expected  <hat,  if  her  par- 
ents were  first  made  acquainted  with  lier  fault  by 
the  announcement  of  clandestine  nuptials,  they  would 
look  more  mildly  upon  it ;  for  such  is  a  common  course 
of  circumstances  in  her  rank  in  life  in  Scotland.  But 
it  was  otherwise  in  this  case.  Kjiowing  well  that 
Burns  was  not  in  flourishing  circumstances,  it  appeared 
to  the  father  that  marriage,  so  far  from  mending  the 
matter,  made  it  worse. 

Burns  came  forward  on  this  occasion  with  all  the 
manliness  wliich  his  character  would  have  led  us  to 
expect.  He  admitted  the  hopele^ness  of  his  present 
circumstances  ;  but  he  offered  to  go  out  to  Jamaica  in 
the  hope  of  bettering  them,  and  of  coming  home  in  a 
few  years  and  claiming  Jean  as  his  wife.  If  this  plan 
should  not  meet  Mr.  Armour's  approbation,  he  was 
wiUing  to  descend  even  to  the  condition  of  a  conunon 
laborer,  in  order  to  furnish  means  for  the  present 
support  of  liis  wife  and  her  expected  ofTsprinir.  ilr. 
Armour  met  every  proposal  with  rejection.  He 
announced  .his  resolution,  if  possible,  to  annul  the 
marriage,  such  as  it  was.  Yielding  to  his  demand, 
probably  preferred  in  no  mild  mood,  Jean  surrendered 
the  paper  to  her  aiicrry  father,  by  whom  it  was  placed 
in  the  hands  of  Mr.  Aiken  of  Ayr.  There  were  some 
violent  and  distressing  scenes  between  the  parties. 
Not  enflowfd  by  nature  with  very  deep  or  abiding 
feelings,  and  (UjirL~sed  in  spirit  by  the  sense  of  her 
error,  Jean,  to  the  utter  confusion  of  Burns,  appeared 
less  willing  to  cleave  to  her  husband  than  to  her  father. 
The  poet  viiwid  Iut  fundiict  with  deep  nscntuicnt, 
and  was  tlnown  i.y  it  into  a  state  of  mind  wliith, 
according   to  his  own   confession,   "  had  very  nearly 
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given  him  one  or  two  of  the  priiifij);il  qualifications 
for  a  place  among  those  who  have  lost  the  chart  and 
mistaken  the  reckoning  of  rationality." 

He  instantly  made  up  his  mind  to  exile  from  bia 
much-loved  country.  His  poverty  and  imprudence 
made  that  course  desirable  ;  and  after  the  mortifica- 
tion be  had  met  with,  be  bad  no  longer  the  wish  to 
stay  at  homo.  He  therefore  agreed  with  a  Dr.  Doug- 
las to  go  out  to  Jamaica  as  a  book-keeper  on  bia 
estate. 

Oh  thou  pale  orb,  that  silent  shines, 

While  care-untroubled  mortals  sleep ! 
Thou  seest  a  wretch  who  inly  pines, 

And  wanders  here  to  wail  And  weep ! 
With  woe  I  niglitly  vigils  keep 

Beneath  thy  wan,  unwarming  beam  ; 
And  mourn,  in  lamentation  deep, 

How  life  and  love  are  all  a  dream. 

I  joyless  view  thy  rays  adorn 

The  faintly-marked  distant  hill : 
I  joyless  view  thy  trembling  horn 

Reflected  in  the  gurgling  rill : 
My  fondly-fluttering  heart  be  still  I 

Thou  busy  jwwer,  remembrance,  cease  I 
Ah !  must  the  agonising  thrill 

For  ever  bar  returning  peace ! 

No  idly-feigned  poetic  pains 
My  sad,  love-lorn  lamenting^  claim  ; 
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No  shepherd's  pipe — Arcadian  strains; 

No  fabled  tortures,  quaint  and  tame : 
The  plighted  faith,   the  mutual  flame, 

The  oft-attested  Powers  above, 
The  promised  father's  tender  name  — 

These  were  the  pledges  of  my  love ! 

Encircled  in  her  clasping  arms, 

How  have  the  raptured  moments  flown ! 
How  have  I  wished  for  fortune's  charms 

For  her  dear  sake,  and  hers  alone  I 
And  must  I  think  it!  —  is  she  gone, 

My  secret  heart's  exulting  boast  ? 
And  does  she  heedless  hear  my  groan? 

And  is  she  ever,  ever  lost  ? 

Oh  can  she  bear  so  base  a  heart. 

So  lost  to  honour,  lost  to  truth. 
As  from  the  fondest  lover  part. 

The  plighted  husband  of  her  youth  I 
Alas  !   life's  path  may  be  unsmooth ! 

Her  way  may  lie  through  rough  distress  I 
Then  who  her  pangs  and  pains  will  soothe. 

Her  sorrows  share,  and  make  them  less  ? 

Ye  winged  hours  that  o'er  us  passed, 
Enraptured  more,  the  more  enjoyed, 

Your  dear  remembrance  in  my  breast, 
My  fondly-trea?ured  thoughts  employed. 

That  breast,  how  dreary  now,  and  void. 
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For  her  too  scanty  once  of  room  ! 
Even  every  ray  of  hope  destroyed, 
And  not  a  wish  to  gild  the  gloom  1 

The  morn  that  warns  th'  approaching  day, 

Awakes  me  up  to  toil  and  woe: 
I  see  the  hours  in  long  array, 

That  I  must  suffer,  lingering,  slow. 
Full  many  a  pang,  and  many  a  throe, 

Keen  recollection's  direful  train, 
Must  wring  my  soul  ere  Phoebus,  low. 

Shall  kiss  the  distant  western  main. 

And  when  my  nightly  couch  I  try, 

Sore  harassed  out  with  care  and  grief, 
My  toil-beat  nerves,  and  tear-worn  eye 

Keep  watchings  with  the  nightly  thief. 
Or  if  I  slumber,  fancy,  chief. 

Reigns  haggard-wild  in  sore  affright : 
Even  day,  all  bitter,  brings  relief 

From   such  a  horror-breathing  night. 

Oh  thou  bright  queen,  who  o'er  th'  expanse ; 

Now  highest  reign'st,  with  boundless  sway  I 
Oft  has  thy  silent-marking  glance 

Observed  us,  fondly-wandering,  stray  ! 
The  time  unheeded  sped  away, 

While  love's  luxurious  pulse  l>eat  high. 
Beneath  tliy  silver-gleaming  ray, 

To  mark  the  mutual  kindling  eye. 
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Oh  scenes  in  strong  remembrance  set ! 

Scenes  never,  never  to  return  ! 
Scenes,  if  in  stupor  I  forget, 

Again  I  feel,  again  I  bum ! 
From  every  joy  and  pleasure  torn. 

Life's  weary  vale  I'll  wander  through; 
And  hopeless,  comfortless,  I'll  mourn 

A  faithless  woman's  broken  vow. 


DESPONDENCY. 


Oppressed  with  grief,  oppressed  with  care, 
A  burden  more  than  I  can  bear, 

I  set  me  down  and  sigh  : 
Oh  life !   thou  art  a  galling  load, 
Along  a  rough,  a  weary  road. 

To  wretches  such  as  I  ! 
Dim-backward  as  I  cast  my  view, 
"What  sickening  scenes  appear! 
What  sorrows  yet  may  pierce  me  through. 
Too  justly  I  may  fear ! 
Still  cariag,  despairing. 

Must  be  my  bitter  doom ; 

My  woes  here  shall  close  ne'er 

But  with  the  closing  tomb! 
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Happy,  ye  sons  of  busy  life, 
Who,  equal  to  the  bustling  strife, 

No  other  view  regard  ! 
Even  when  the  wished  end's  denied, 
Yet  while  the  busy  means  are  plied. 

They  bring  their  own  reward  : 
Whilst  I,  a  hope-abandoned  wight, 

Unfitted  with  an  aim, 
Meet  every  sad  returning  night 
And  joyless  morn  the  same. 
You,  bustling,  and  justling, 

Forget  each  grief  and  pain ; 
I,  listless,  yet  restless, 

Find  every  prospect  vain. 

How  blest  the  solitary's  lot. 
Who,  all-forgetting,  all-forgot, 

Within  his  humble  cell, 
The  cavern  wild  with  tangling  roots, 
Sits  o'er  his  newly-gathered  fruits, 

Beside  his  crystal  well ! 
Or  haply  to  his  evening  thought, 

By  unfrequented  stream. 
The  ways  of  men  are  distant  brought, 
A  faint  collected  dream  ; 
While  praising,  and  raising 

His  thoughts  to  Heaven  on  high, 
As  wand'ring,  meand'ring. 
He  views  the  solemn  sky. 
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Than  I,  no  lonely  hermit  placed, 
Where  never  human  footstep  traced. 

Less  fit  to  play  the  part ; 
The  lucky  moment  to  improve, 
And  just  to  stop,  and  just  to  move, 

With  self-respecting  art. 
But  ah  !  those  pleasures,  loves,  and  joys. 

Which  I  too  keenly  taste, 
The  solitary  can  despise. 

Can  want,  and  yet  be  blest! 
He  needs  not,  he  heeds  not. 

Or  human  love  or  hate. 
Whilst  I  here,  must  cry  here 
At  perfidy  ingrate ! 

Oh  enviable,  early  days, 

Wlien  dancing  thoughtless  pleasure's  maze. 

To  care,  to  guilt  unknown  ! 
How  ill  exchanged  for  riper  times. 
To  feel  the  follies,  or  the  crimes, 

Of  others,  or  my  own ! 
Ye  tiny  elves  that  guiltless  sport. 

Like  linnets  in  the  bush, 
Ye  little  know  the  ills  ye  court, 
When  manhood  is  your  wish ! 
The  losses,  the  crosses. 

That  active  man  engage  ! 
The  fears  all,  the  tears  all. 
Of  dim  declining  age. 
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TO  RUIN. 

All  hail !  inexorable  lord, 

At  whose  destruction-breathing  word 

The  mightiest  empires  fall! 
Thy  cruel,  wo-delighted  train. 
The  ministers  of  grief  and  pain, 

A  sullen  welcome,  all ! 
With  stern-resolved,  despairing  eye, 

I  see  each  aimed  dart ; 
For  one  has  cut  my  dearest  tie, 
And  quivers  in  my  heart. 
Then  lowering  and  pouring, 

The  storm  no  more  I  dread ; 
Though  thick'ning  and  black'ning 
Round  my  devoted  head. 

And  thou  grim  Power,  by  life  abhorred, 
While  life  a  pleasure  can  afford. 

Oh  hear  a  wretch's  prayer! 
No  more  I  shrink  appalled,  afraid ; 
I  court,  I  beg  thy  friendly  aid. 

To  close  this  scene  of  care ! 
When  shall  my  soul,  in  silent  peace, 

Resign  life's  joyless  day  ; 
My  weary  heart  its  throbbings  cease, 

Cold  mouldering  in  the  clay  ? 
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No  fear  more,  no  tear  more, 
To  stain  my  lifeless  face ; 

Enclasped  and  grasped 
Within  thy  cold  embrace ! 


SONG. 

Again  rejoicing  Nature  sees 

Her  robe  assume  its  vernal  hues ; 

Her  leafy  locks  wave  in  the  breeze, 
All  freshly  steeped  in  morning  dews. 

In  vain  to  me  the  cowslips  blaw, 
In  vain  to  me  the  violets  spring ; 

In  vain  to  me,  in  glen  or  shaw, 

The  mavis  and  the  lint  white  sing.     Uanet 

The  merry  ploughboy  cheers  his  team, 
Wi'  joy  the  tentie  seedsman  stalks ;   heedftii 

1  Bums,  on  publishing  this  song  in  his  first  Edinburgh 
edition,  1787,  admitted  into  it  a  chorus  from  a  song  written 
by  a  gentleman  of  that  city: 

"  And  maun  I  still  on  Menie  doat. 

And  bear  the  scorn  that's  in  her  e'e. 
For  it's  jet  jet  black,  and  it's  like  a  hawk, 
And  it  winna  let  a  body  be !  " 

This  dog^rel  interferes  so  sadly  with  the  strain  of  Bnms'a 
beautiful  ode,  that  the  present  editor  felt  compelled  to  extrude 
it.    He  hopes  it  will  never  hereafter  be  replaced. 
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But  life  to  me's  a  weary  dream, 
A  dream  of"  ane  that  never  wauks. 

The  wanton  coot  the  water  skims, 
Amang  the  reeds  the  ducklings  cry, 

The  stately  swan  majestic  swims, 
And  everything  is  blest  but  I. 

The  shepherd  steeks  his  faulding  slap,* 
And  owre  the  moorland  whistles  shrill; 

Wi'  wild,  unequal,  wandering  step, 
I  meet  him  on  the  dewy  hill. 

And  when  the  lark,  'tween  light  and  dark. 
Blithe  waukens  by  the  daisy's  side. 

And  mounts  and  sings  on  flittering  wings, 
A  woe-worn  ghaist  I  hameward  glide. 

Come,  Winter,  with  thine  angry  howl, 
And  raging  bend  the  naked  tree ; 

Thy  gloom  will  soothe  my  cheerless  soul, 
When  Nature  all  is  sad  like  me  I 


NOTE  TO  GAVIN  HAMILTON. 

Tho  wret^hcdnosa  breathed  in  the  foregoing  poems 
is  of  too  extreme  a  character  to  have  bt>en  long  pre- 
dominant, at  least  in  all  it^  force,  in  such  a  mind  aa 
that  of  Bums.     At  tho  beginning  of  May,  he  is  found 

^  Shuts  the  oponinff  in  his  fold. 
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addressing  Mr.  Hamilton  in  playful  terms  respecting 
a  servant-boy,  whom  that  gentleman  had  talked  of 
taking  off  his  hands,  and  who  in  the  mean  time  had 
been  spoken  to  with  a  view  to  engagement  by  a  per- 
son whom  Bums  did  not  so  much  esteem. 


MosGAVTLLE,!  May  3, 

I  HOLD  it,  sir,  my  bounden  duty, 

To  warn  you  how  that  Master  Tootle, 

Alias,  Laird  M'Gaun, 
Was  here  to  hire  yon  lad  away 
'Bout  whom  ye  spak  the  tither  day, 

And  wad  hae  done't  afF  han' :  off-hand 

But  lest  he  learn  the  callan  tricks. 

As,  faith,  I  muckle  doubt  him, 
Like  scrapin'  out  auld  Cruraraie's  nicks,^ 
And  tellin'  lies  about  them; 

As  lieve  then,  I'd  have  then,  wMngiy 

Your  clerkship  he  should  sair,         serve 
If  sae  be  ye  may  be 

Not  fitted  other  where.  suited 

Although  I  say't,  he's  gleg  enough,  sharp 

And  'bout  a  house  that's  rude  and  rough, 

1  Mossgavel  is  the  proper  appellation  of  the  farm  — short- 
ened into  Mossgiel. 

2  Tootie  lived  ki  Mauchline,  and  dealt  in  cows.  The  age 
of  these  animab  is  marked  by  rings  on  their  horns,  which 
may  of  course  be  cut  and  polished  off,  so  as  to  cause  the  cow 
to  appear  younger  than  it  is. 
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The  boy  might  learn  to  swear; 
But  then  \vi'  you  he'll  be  sae  taught, 
And  get  sic  fair  example  straught,      upright 

I  havena  ony  fear. 
Ye'll  catechise  him  every  quirk, 

And  shore  him  weel  wi'  h — ,  threaten 

And  gar  him  follow  to  the  kirk  — 
Aye  when  ye  gang  yoursel'. 
*  If  ye,  then,  maun  be,  then, 

Frae  harae  this  comin'  Friday; 
Then  please,  sir,  to  lea'e,  sir, 
The  orders  wi'  your  leddy. 

My  word  of  honour  I  liae  gien, 

In  Paisley  John's,  tliat  night  at  e'en, 

To  meet  the  warld's  worm  ;  ^ 
To  try  to  get  tiie  twa  to  gree, 
And  name  the  airles"^  and  the  fee, 

In  legal  mode  and  form. 
I  ken  he  weel  a  sneck  can  dmw,* 

When  simple  bodies  let  him ; 
And  if  a  devil  be  at  a'. 

In  faith  he's  sure  to  get  hiin. 
To  phrase  you,  and  praise  you, 

Ye  ken  your  Laureate  scorns : 
The  prayer  still,  you  share  still, 

Of  grateful    MiNSTUKL    IJURNS. 

1  A  term  cxprcBsivii  uf  a  iiicati,  avaricious  character. 

«  The  airlos  —  carnent-iuoney. 

*  See  note  to  the  Aikhrtu  U>  Ihe  Peil,  p.  166. 
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EPISTLE  TO   A  YOUNG  FRIEND. 

A  poetical  letter  of  sagacious  advice  to  Andrew 
Aiken,  son  of  bis  patron  Robert  Aiken,  then  about  to 
launch  out  into  the  world. 

May,  1786. 

I  LANG  hae  thought,  my  youthfu'  friend, 

A  something  to  have  sent  you. 
Though  it  should  serve  nae  other  end 

Than  just  a  kind  memento ; 
But  how  the  subject-theme  may  gang, 

Let  time  and  chance  determine ; 
Perhaps  it  may  turn  out  a  sang, 

Perhaps  turn  out  a  sermon. 

Ye'U  try  the  world  fu'  soon,  my  lad. 

And,  Andrew  dear,  believe  me, 
Ye'll  find  mankind  an  unco  squad,      strange 

And  muckle  they  may  grieve  ye. 
For  care  and  trouble  set  your  thought, 

Even  when  your  end's  attained ; 
And  a'  your  views  may  come  to  nought. 

Where  every  nerve  is  strained. 

rU  no  say  men  are  villains  a' ; 
The  real,  hardened  wicked, 
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Wlia  hae  nae  check  but  human  law, 

Are  to  a  few  restricked : 
But,  och  !  mankind  are  unco  weak, 

And  little  to  be  trusted ; 
If  self  the  wavering  balance  shake, 

It's  rarely  right  adjusted ! 

Yet  they  wha  fa'  in  fortune's  strife, 

Their  fate  we  should  na  censure, 
For  still  th'  important  end  of  life 

They  equally  may  answer: 
A  man  may  hae  an  honest  heart. 

Though   poortith    hourlystare  him ;  fojmttj 
A  man  may  tak  a  neibor's  part. 

Yet  hae  nae  cash  to  spare  him. 

Aye  free,  afF  han*  your  story  tell, 

When  wi'  a  bosom  crony  ; 
But  still  keep  something  to  yoursel' 

Ye  scarcely  tell  to  ony. 
Conceal  yoursel'  as  weel's  ye  can 

Frae  critical  dissection, 
But  keek  through  every  other  man        i-»>k 

Wi'  sharpened,  sly  inspection. 

The  sacred  lowe  o'  weel-pluccd  love,     Umbm 

Luxuriantly  indulge  it ; 
But  never  tempt  th'  illicit  rove, 

Tliough  naeihing  hhould  divulge  it. 
I  waive  the  quantum  o'  the  siu, 
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The  hazard  of  concealing  ; 

But,  och !  it  hardens  a'  within, 

And  petrifies  the  feeling  ! 

To  catch  Dame  Fortune's  golden  smiley 

Assiduous  wait  upon  her ; 
And  gather  gear  by  every  wile 

That's  justified  by  honour ; 
Not  for  to  hide  it  in  a  hedge, 

Nor  for  a  train-attendant. 
But  for  the  glorious  privilege 

Of  being  independent. 

The  fear  o'  hell's  a  hangman's  whip, 

To  hand  the  wretch  in  order;  tmg 

But  where  ye  feel  your  honour  grip, 

Let  that  aye  be  your  border: 
Its  slightest  touches,  instant  pause  ^ 

Debar  a'  side-pretences  ; 
And  resolutely  keep  its  laws, 

Uncaring  consequences. 

The  great  Creator  to  revere 

Must  sure  become  the  creature ; 
But  still  the  preaching  cant  forbear, 

And  even  the  rigid  feature. 
Yet  ne'er  with  wits  profane  to  range. 

Be  complaisance  extended ; 
An  Atheist  laugh's  a  poor  exchange 

For  Deity  offended ! 
TOI-I.  18 
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When  ranting  roond  in  Pleasure's  ring, 

Religion  may  be  blinded; 
Or  if  she  gie  a  random  sting, 

It  may  be  little  minded; 
But  when  on  life  we're  tempest-driven, 

A  conscience  but  a  canker, 
A  correspondence  fixed  wi'  Heaven 

Is  sure  a  noble  anchor  1 

Adieu,  dear  amiable  youth ! 

Your  heart  can  ne'er  be  wanting ! 
May  prudence,  fortitude,  and  truth. 

Erect  your  brow  undaunting ! 
In  ploughman  phrase,  "  God  send  you  speed,** 

Still  daily  to  grow  wiser ; 
And  may  you  better  reck  the  rede   mind  u»e  eoaoad 

Than  ever  did  th'  adviser !  * 

1  In  a  cop7  of  this  poem  in  Burns's  own  hand,  and  bearing 
date  "  Mossgiel,  May  15th,  1786,"  there  occurs  an  additional 
stanza  which  the  admirable  taste  of  the  poet  had  duubtlosa 
observed  to  be  below  the  rest  in  terseness  and  point,  and 
which  he  had  tlierefore  seen  fit  to  omit.  It  throws  so  valuablo 
a  light  on  the  state  of  his  own  mind  at  this  crisis,  that  it  cer* 
tainly  ought  not  to  be  suppressed,  though  we  should  not  do- 
tire  to  see  it  replaced  in  the  poem.  It  occurs  immediate]/ 
after  the  line,  "And  petrifies  the  feeling." 
If  jre  haa  made  a  atep  aside, 

Some  hap  miatake  o'erta'en  you, 
Tet  still  keep  up  a  decent  pride, 
And  ne'er  o'er  fkr  demean  yoo. 
Time  comes  wi'  kind  oblivious  shade. 

And  daily  darker  nets  it, 
And  if  nae  mair  mbtakes  are  made, 
The  world  aoou  foiKets  it 
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FLOW   GENTLY,  SWEET  AFTON. 
Ttnf  E  —  The  TeBow-hcdred  LadSe. 

Bums  had  been  cast  oflF  by  the  Armours  in  what  he 
felt  as  a  most  shameful  way  —  divorced  on  account  of 
poverty!  In  this  moment  of  wounded  pride  he  re- 
called the  image  of  an  amiable  girl  in  the  service  of 
his  friend  Hamilton,  a  sweet,  sprightly,  blue-eyed 
creature,  of  a  firmer  modesty  and  self-respect  than  too 
many  of  the  other  maidens  he  had  addressed.  Mary 
Campbell  was  of  Highland  parentage,  from  the  neigh- 
borhood of  Dunoon,  on  the  Firth  of  Clyde.  There 
is  some  obscurity  about  the  situations  and  movements 
of  Mary  :  it  is  quite  certain  that  she  was  at  one  time 
dairy-maid  at  Coilsfield. 

A  song  of  Bums,  in  persons,  scenery,  and  circom- 
stances  most  sweetly  pastoral,  and  breathing  of  luxu- 
rious love  unsmirched  by  disappointment  actued  or 
anticipated,  must  here  be  introduced,  because  it  un- 
doubtedly relates  to  his  passion  for  Mary.  It  may  be 
remarked,  that  the  locality.  Glen  Afton,  which  is  at 
a  considerable  distance,  in  the  head  of  Nithsdale,  has 
led  to  some  misapprehensions  regarding  the  history  of 
the  lyric ;  but  all  doubt  is  set  at  rest  by  a  daughter 
of  Mrs.  Dunlop,  who  affirms  that  she  remembers 
hearing  Bums  say  it  was  written  upon  the  Coilsfield 
dair)-maid.  We  must  consequently  infer,  that  the 
name  Afton  was  adopted  by  our  poet  pro  euphonitB 
gratia  —  suggested  to  him,  probably,  by  the  name  of 
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Afton  Lodge  in  the  neighborhood  of  Coilsfield,  the 
residence  of  his  friend  and  patroness  Mrs.  Stewart 
of  Stair. 


Flow  gently,   sweet  Afton,   among  thy  green 

braes. 
Flow  gently,  FU  sing  thee  a  song  in  thy  praise ; 
My  Mary's  asleep  by  thy  murmuring  stream, 
Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  disturb  not  her  dream. 

Thou  stock-dove  whose  echo  resounds  through 
the  glen. 

Ye  wild  whistling  blackbirds  in  yon  thorny  den, 

Thou  green-crested  lapwing  thy  screaming  for- 
bear, 

I  charge  you  disturb  not  my  slumbering  fair. 

How  lofty,  sweet  Afton,  thy  neighbouring  hills, 
Far  marked  with  the  course'"   of  clear  winding 

rills ; 
There  daily  I  wander  as  noon  rises  high, 
My  flocks  and  my  Mary's  sweet  cot  in  my  eye. 

How  pleasant  thy  banks  and  green  valleys  below, 
Where  wild  in  the  woodlands  the  primroses  blow; 
There  oft  as  mild  evening  weeps  over  the  lea, 
The  sweet-scented  birk  shades  my  Mary  and  me. 

Thy  crystal  stream,  Afton,  how  lovely  it  glides, 
And  winds  by  the  cot  wliere  my  Mary  resides  t 


«T.  28.]  THE    HIGHLAND    LASSIE.  277 

How  wanton  thy  waters  her  snowy  feet  lave, 
As  gathering  sweet  flowerets  she  stems  thy  clear 
wave. 

Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  among  thy  green  braes, 
Flow  gently,  sweet  river,  the  theme  of  my  lays  ; 
My  Mary's  asleep  by  thy  murmuring  stream, 
Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  disturb  not  her  dream. 


THE  fflGHLAND  LASSIE. 

The  date  of  Bams's  attachment  to  Highland  Mary, 
and  several  of  the  circumstances  connected  with  it, 
have  been  matter  of  doubt  and  obscurity  till  lately. 
In  January  1850,  Mr.  William  Douglas  brought  be- 
fore the  Society  of  Scottish  Antiquaries  an  elaborate 
paper,  making  it  all  but  perfectly  certain  that  the  affair 
was,  what  had  never  been  hitherto  suspected,  an  epi- 
sode in  the  attachment  to  Jean  Armour.  He  showed 
that  it  could  not  have  been,  as  several  biographers 
had  surmised,  a  strictly  early  or  juvenile  attachment, 
and  also  traced  the  connection  between  this  attach- 
ment and  the  design  of  going  to  the  West  Indies,  a 
design  of  which  we  hear  at  no  earlier  period  of  his  life 
than  spring  1786.  This  connection  appears  strongly 
in  the  following  song,  which  Bums  afterwards  pub- 
Ushed  in  Johnson's  Scots  Musical  Museum. 

Nae  gentle  dames,  though  e'er  sae  fiwr, 
Shall  ever  be  my  Muse's  care : 
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Their  titles  a'  are  empty  show ; 
Gie  me  my  Highland  lassie,  O. 

Within  the  glen  sae  bushy,  O, 
Aboon  the  plains  sae  rushy,  O, 
I  set  me  down  wi*  right  good-will, 
To  sing  my  Highland  lassie,  O. 

Oh  were  yon  hills  and  valleys  mine, 
Yon  palace  and  yon  gardens  fine. 
The  world  then  the  love  should  know 
I  bear  my  Highland  lassie,  O. 

But  fickle  Fortune  frowns  on  me. 
And  I  maun  cross  the  raging  sea; 
But  while  my  crimson  currents  flow, 
I'll  love  my  Highland  lassie,  O. 

Although  through  foreign  climes  1  range, 
I  know  her  heart  will  never  change, 
For  her  bosom  burns  with  honour's  glow, 
My  faithful  Higliland  lassie,  O. 

For  her  I'll  dare  the  billows'  roar, 
For  her  Fll  trace  a  distant  shore. 
That  Indian  wcnhh  may  lustre  throw 
Around  my  Highland  lassie,  O. 

She  has  my  heart,  slio  hax  my  liarid, 
By  sacred  Inilii  and  honour's  band  1 
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'Till  the  mortal  stroke  shall  lay  me  low, 
I'm  thine,  my  Highland  lassie,  O. 

Farewell  the  glen  sae  bushy,  O ! 
Farewell  the  plain  sae  rushy,  O ! 
To  other  lands  I  now  must  go. 
To  sing  my  Highland  lassie,  O. 


A  PRAYER  FOR  MARY. 

The  following  song,  which  was  found  amongst  the 
poef  s  manuscripts  after  his  death,  answers  perfectly  to 
the  circumstances  and  feelings  which  have  been  repre- 
sented. 

Powers  celestial !   whose  protection. 

Ever  guards  the  virtuous  fair. 
While  in  distant  climes  I  wander. 

Let  my  Mary  be  your  care : 
Let  her  form  sae  fair  and  faultless, 

Fair  and  faultless  as  your  own, 
Let  my  Mary's  kindred  spirit 

Draw  your  choicest  influence  down. 

Make  the  gales  you  waft  around  her 
Soft  and  peaceful  as  her  breast; 

Breathing  in  the  breeze  that  fans  her, 
Soothe  her  bosom  into  rest : 
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Guardian  angels !    oh.  protect  her 
When  in  distant  lands  I  roam ; 

To  realms  unknown  while  fate  exiles  me, 
Make  her  bosom  still  my  home. 


WILL  YE  GO  TO    THE  INDIES,  MY 
MARY? 

Burns  told  Mr.  Thomson  in  1 792 :  "  In  my  very 
early  years,  when  I  was  thinking  of  going  to  the  West 
Indies,  I  took  the  following  farewell  of  a  dear  girl." 

Will  ye  go  to  the  Indies,  my  Mary, 
And  leave  auld  Scotia's  shore  ? 

Will  ye  go  to  the  Indies,  my  Mary, 
Across  the  Atlantic's  roar?* 

1  The  first  verse  is  not  to  be  read  as  expressing  a  desire  or 
the  poet  that  Mary  should  accompany  him  to  the  Wext  In- 
dies; tlio  rest  of  the  poem  makes  the  idea  of  a  parting  and 
farewell  quite  clear.  The  verse  is  to  be  accepted  simply  aa  a 
variation  of  the  song  whose  air  was  adopted  —  WiU  ye  go  to 
the  Ev»-imchtB,  Marion  t  But  for  the  phrases,  *'  very  early 
life,"  and  "  my  very  early  years,"  there  could  be  no  difficulty 
in  assigning  My  Ilighlntul  Louie  and  WiU  ye  go  to  the  Indie*, 
my  MaryT  which  iit  evidently  another  expression  of  tba  same 
passion,  to  tiie  date  1786;  but  Mr.  Douglas  argues,  that  either 
Bams  felt  as  if  tJie  lapse  of  six  years  had  brought  him  out  of 
youth  into  middle  life,  or  be  wished  to  maintain  a  mystery 
regarding  the  story  of  Mary. 
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Oh  sweet  grow  the  lime  and  the  orange. 

And  the  apple  on  the  pine ; 
But  a'  the  charms  o'  the  Indies 

Can  never  equal  thine. 

I  hae  sworn  by  the  Heavens  to  my  Mary, 
I  hae  sworn  by  the  Heavens  to  be  true ; 

And  sae  may  the  Heavens  forget  me 
When  I  forget  my  vow ! 

Oh  plight  me  your  faith,  my  Mary, 
And  plight  me  your  lily-white  hand ; 

Oh  plight  me  your  faith,  my  Mary, 
Before  I  leave  Scotia's  strand. 

We  hae  plighted  our  troth,  my  Mary, 

In  mutual  affection  to  join ; 
And  curst  be  the  cause  that  shall  part  us, 

The  hour  and  the  moment  o'  timet 


ELIZA. 

Trnm— GUderog. 

It  is  to  be  feared  that  Bums  was  not  a  man  for 
whom  his  admirers  can  safely  claim  steadiness  of  af- 
fection, any  more  than  they  can  arrogate  for  him  a 
romantic  or  platonic  delicacy.  It  appeal's  as  if  there 
was  still  another  maiden  high  in  his  book  of  passion 
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during  this  agitating  period.  Of  her  he  takes  leave 
in  terms  nearly  resembling  those  employed  in  the 
Highland  Lassie,  and  which  involve  the  same  allusions 
regarding  his  own  approaching  exile  from  his  native 
land. 

From  thee,  Eliza,  I  must  go. 

And  from  my  native  shore : 
The  cruel  fates  between  us  throw 

A  boundless  ocean's  roar ; 
But  boundless  oceans,  roaring  wide 

Between  my  love  and  me. 
They  never,  never  can  divide 

My  heart  and  soul  from  thee. 

Farewell,  farewell,  Eliza  dear, 

The  maid  that  I  adore  ! 
A  boding  voice  is  in  my  ear, 

We  part  to  meet  no  more  ! 
But  the  last  throb  that  leaves  my  heart, 

While  death  stands  victor  by, 
That  throb,  Eliza,  is  thy  part. 

And  thine  that  latest  sigh ! 
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THOUGH  CRUEL  FATK 
Txras—  The  Norihem  Lots. 

It  serves  to  add  to  the  strange  conftision  of  the  love- 
affairs  of  Burns,  that  there  is  a  canzonet  in  which  the 
same  ideas  which  we  have  abeady  seen  brought  for- 
ward regarding  an  eternal  constancy  to  Mary  and 
Eliza  are  wrought  up  in  favor  of  Jean.  (See  p.  51.) 

Though  cruel  fate  should  bid  us  part. 

Far  as  the  pole  and  line; 
Her  dear  idea  round  my  heart 

Should  tenderly  entwine. 

Though  mountains  rise  and  deserts  howl, 

And  oceans  roar  between, 
Yet  dearer  than  my  deathless  soul, 

I  still  would  love  my  Jean. 


ADDRESS  OF  BEELZEBUB. 

•*  On  Tuesday  [May  23]  there  was  a  meeting  of  the 
Highland  Society  at  London  for  the  encouragement 
of  the  fisheries  in  the  Highlands,  etc.  Three  thou- 
sand pounds  were  inMnediately  subscribed  by  eleven 
gentlemen  present  for  this  particular  purpose.     The 
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Earl  of  Breadalbane  informed  the  meeting  that  five 
hundred  persons  had  agreed  to  emigrate  from  the 
estates  of  Mr.  M' Donald  of  Glengarry;  that  they  had 
subscribed  money,  purchased  ships,  etc.,  to  carry  their 
design  into  eflfect  The  noblemen  and  gentlemen 
agreed  to  cooperate  with  government  to  frustrate  their 
design  ;  and  to  recommend  to  the  principal  noblemen 
and  gentlemen  in  the  Highlands  to  endeavor  to  pre- 
vent emigration,  by  improving  the  fisheries,  agricul- 
ture, and  manufactures,  and  particularly  to  enter  into 
a  subscription  for  that  purpose."  Such  is  a  very  sim- 
ple-looking announcement  in  the  Edinburgh  Adver- 
tiser of  30th  May.  One  would  have  thought  there 
was  little  in  it  to  excite  a  jealous  feeling  regarding  the 
Highland  proprietors,  whom  we  have  since  seen  vili- 
pended not  a  little  for  the  very  opposite  procedure. 
So  it  is,  however,  that  Burns  took  up  the  matter  other- 
wise, and  penned,  though  he  did  not  publish,  an 

ADDRESS    OF    BKKLZEBUB 

To  tho  Right  Honourable  the  Earl  of  Breadalbane,  President 
of  tho  Right  Honourable  and  Honourable  the  Highland 
Society,  which  met  on  tho  23d  of  May  last  at  the  Shak- 
speare,  Covent  Uanlen,  to  concert  ways  and  means  to  frus- 
trate the  designs  of  five  hundred  Highlanders,  who,  as  tha 
society  were  informed  by  Mr.  Mackenzie  of  Applecroaa,^ 

1  Mr.  Mackenzie  of  Applecross,  a  ct>nsiderable  proprietor  in 
the  west  of  Uos^i-shiro,  tigurcs  on  many  occanions  as  a  liberal 
mnn.  Mr.  Knox,  in  his  7<wr  of  thr  f/iffhhtuis,  penned  about 
this  very  time,  mcntionH  an  act  of  Mr.  Mackenzie's  precisely 
contrary  in  its  character  to  the  motive  whicii  the  :iu<h  poet 
attributes  to  him.  "  Perceiving."  t-nvH  Kno.x,  "the  bad  policy 
ot  servitu'l'  in  ilir  Highlands,  Mr  Miu  Km/In  has  totally  nt* 
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were  so  audacious  as  to  attempt  an  escape  from  their  lawful 
lords  and  masters,  whose  property  they  were,  by  emigrating 
from  the  lands  of  Mr.  M'Donald  of  Glengarry  to  the  wilds 
of  Canada,  in  search  of  that  fantastic  thing  —  Libebty. 

Long  life,  my  lord,  and  health  be  yours, 

Unscaithed  by  hungered  Highland  boors;  Unhurt 

Lord,  grant  nae  duddie  desperate  beggar,   ragged 

"Wi'  dirk,  claymore,  or  rusty  trigger, 

May  twin  auld  Scotland  o'  a  life  depriTO 

She  Hkes  —  as  lambkins  like  a  knife. 

Faith,  you  and  Applecross  were  right 

To  keep  the  Highland  hounds  in  sight; 

I  doubt  na !  they  wad  bid  nae  better  propose 

Than,  let  them  ance  out  owre  the  water. 

Then  up  araang  thae  lakes  and  seas. 

They'll  mak  what  rules  and  laws  they  please. 

Some  daring  Hancock,  or   a  Franklin, 

May  set  their  Highland  bluid  a-ranklin' ; 

Some  Washington  again  may  head  them. 

Or  some  Montgomery,  fearless,  lead  them. 

Till  God  knows  what  may  be  effected, 

When  by  such  heads  and  hearts  directed. 

Poor  dunghill  sons  of  dirt  and  mire 

May  to  patrician  rights  aspire  ! 

Nae  sage  North  now,  nor  sager  Sackville, 

To  watch  and  premier  o'er  the  pack  vile, 

linquished  all  the  feudal  claims  upon  the  labor  of  his  tenants, 
whom  he  pays  with  the  strictest  regard  to  justice  at  the  rate 
of  sevenpence  or  eightpence  for  every  day  employed  upon  hia 
works." 
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And  whare  will  ye  get  Howes  and  Clintons 

To  bring  them  to  a  right  repentance, 

To  cowe  the  rebel  generation, 

And  save  the  honour  o'  the  nation  ? 

They,  and  be  d !    what  right  hae  they 

To  meat  or  sleep,  or  light  o'  day  ? 
Far  less  to  riches,  power,  or  freedom, 
But  what  your  lordship  likes  to  gie  them? 

But  hear,  my  lord  I    Glengarry,  hear  I 
Your  hand's  owre  light  on  them,  I  fear; 
Your  factors,  grieves,  trustees,  and  bailies,  oYeraews 
I  canna  say  but  they  do  gaylies ;  pwtty  weu 

They  lay  aside  a'  tender  mercies, 
And  tirl  the  hallions  to  the  strip— cIowm 

birses ;  bristiM 

Yet  while  they're  only  poind't  and  herriet,  despoitod 
They'll  keep  their  stubborn   Highland  spirit ; 
But  smash  them,  crash  them  a'  to  spails  !    chips 
And  rot  the  dyvors  i'  the  jails !  bauknipu 

The  young  dogs,  swinge  them  to  the  labour; 
Let  wark  and  hunger  niak  them  sober ! 
The  hizzies,  if  they're  oughllins  girls— atmll 

iilWSOnt,  handsonia 

Let  them  in  Drury  Lane  be  lessoned  I 
And  if  the  wives  and  dirty  brats 
K'en  thigger  at  your  doors  and  yetts,    b«g— gatM 
FkiTan  wi'  duds  and  gray  wi'  nnu«rii« 

beas*,  vMBln 

Frightin'  awa'  your  deucks  and  geese, 
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Get  out  a  horsewhip  or  a  jowler, 

The  langest  thong,  the  fiercest  growler, 

And  gar  the  tattered  gipsies  pack,  make 

Wi'  a'  their  bastards  on  their  back ! 

Gro  on,  my  lord  !   I  lang  to  meet  you. 

And  in  my  Tiotise  at  hame  to  greet  you. 

Wi'  common  lords  ye  shanna  mingle  ; 

The  benmost  neuk  beside  the  ingle,         innermost 

At  my  right  han'  assigned  your  seat 

'Tween  Herod's  hip  and  Polycrate  — 

Or,  if  you  on  your  station  tarrow. 

Between  Almagro  and  Pizarro, 

A  seat,  Tm  sure,  ye're  weel  deservin't; 

And  till  ye  come  —  Your  humble  servant, 

Beelzebub.' 
June  la.  Anno  Mtmdi  5790  [a.  d.  1786.] 


A  DREAM. 

"  Thoughts,  words,  and  deeds  the  statute  blames  with  reason; 
Bat  sorely  dreams  were  ne'er  indicted  treason." 

On  reading  in  the  public  papers  the  Laureate's 
Ode?  with  the  other  parade  of  June  4,  1 786,  the  au- 

1  This  poem  came  through  the  hands  of  Bankine  of  Adam- 
hill  to  those  of  a  gentleman  of  Ayr,  who  gave  it  to  the  world 
in  the  Edinburgh  Magazine  for  February  1818.  A  copy  in 
the  poet's  handwriting  is,  or  was  lately,  in  the  possession  of « 
person  in  humble  life  at  Jedburgh. 

3  Thomas  Warton  was  then  in  this  servile  and  ridiculous 
office.    His  ode  for  June  4, 1786,  begins  as  follows:  — 
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thor  was  no  sooner  dropt  asleep,  than  he  imagined 
himself  transported  to  the  birthday  levee  ;  and  in  his 
dreaming  fancy  made  the  following  "  Address." 

Guid-mornin'  to  your  Majesty  I 

May  Heaven  augment  your  blisses, 
On  every  new  birthday,  ye  see, 

A  humble  poet  wishes  ! 
My  bardship  here,  at  your  levee, 

On  sic  a  day  as  this  is. 
Is  sure  an  uncouth  sight  to  see, 

Amang  thae  birthday  dresses 
Sae  fine  this  day. 

I  see  ye're  complimented  thrang,  moob 

By  many  a  lord  and  lady; 
"  God  save  the  king ! "  's  a  cuckoo  sang 

That's  unco  easy  said  aye ; 
The  poets,  too,  a  venal  gang, 

Wi'  rhymes  weel-turned  and  ready, 
Wad  gar  ye  trow  ye  ne'er  do  wrang,       mak* 

But  aye  unerring  steady. 
On  sic  a  day. 

"  When  Freedom  nursed  her  native  fire 
In  ancient  Greece,  and  ruled  the  lyre, 
Iler  bards  disdainful,  from  thu  tyrant's  brow 

The  tinsel  gifts  of  flattery  tore, 
But  paid  to  guilUcns  power  tJieir  willing  tow, 
And  to  the  throne  of  virtuous  kings,"  etc 

On  these  verses  the  rhymes  of  the  Ayrshire  bard  most  be  al- 
bwed  to  form  an  odd  enough  commentary. 
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For  me,  before  a  monarch's  face 

Even  there  I  winna  flatter ; 
For  neither  pension,  post,  nor  place, 

Am  I  your  humble  debtor : 
So,  nae  reflection  on  your  grace, 

Your  kingship  to  bespatter ; 
There's  mony  waur  been  o'  the  race. 

And  aiblins  ane  been  better  perhapi 

Than  you  this  day. 

"Tis  very  true,  ray  sovereign  king, 
My  skill  may  weel  be  doubted: 

But  facts  are  chiels  that  winna  ding,   be  beaten 
And  downa  be  disputed :  cannot 

Your  royal  nest,  beneath  your  wing, 

Is  e'en  right  reft  and  clouted,^  broken  and  patched 

And  now  the  third  part  of  the  string. 
And  less,  will  gang  about  it 
Than  did  ae  day. 

Far  be't  frae  me  that  I  aspire 

To  blame  your  legislation. 
Or  say  ye  wisdom  want,  or  fire. 

To  rule  this  mighty  nation ! 
But  faith  !   I  muckle  doubt,  my  sire, 

Ye've  trusted  ministration 
To  chaps,  wha,  in  a  barn  or  byre,       eow-hooM 

Wad  better  filled  their  station 

Than  courts  yon  day. 
1  The  American  colonies  being  lost. 

TOL.    I.  19 
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And  now  ye've  gien  auld  Britain  peace, 

Her  broken  shins  to  plaister, 
Your  sair  taxation  does  her  fleece, 

Till  she  has  scarce  a  tester. 
For  me,  thank  God,  my  life's  a  lease, 

Nae  bargain  wearing  faster, 
Or,  faith  !    I  fear,  that,  wi*  the  geese, 

I  shortly  boost  to  pasture  mustneois 

I'  the  craft  some  day.  fiew 

I'm  no  mistrusting  Willie  Pitt, 

When  taxes  he  enlarges, 
(And  Will's  a  true  guid  fallow's  get,^ 

A  name  not  envy  spairges),  upenm 

That  he  intends  to  pay  your  debt, 

And  lessen  a'  your  charges  ; 
But  G —  sake  !    let  nae  saving  fit 

Abridge  your  bonny  barges' 

And  boiits  this  day. 

Adieu,  my  liege  !   may  Freedom  geek       tport 
Beneath  your  high  protection  ; 

1  Gait,  gett,  or  gyte,  a  homely  substituto  for  the  word  child 
in  Scotland.  Sir  Walter  Scott  speaks  somewhera  of  the  gmU' 
claai  in  the  Ediiilxir^j^h  High  School  —  namely,  the  class  con- 
taining; tlie  yotin^citt  pupils.  The  above  stanza  is  not  the 
only  tcHtimony  of  ad.niration  which  Burns  pays  to  the  groat 
Vjxri  of  (.'hatham. 

a  <.)n  the  supplies  for  tlio  navy  being  voted,  spring  1786, 
Captain  Muchridu  counselled  some  diangos  in  that  force,  par- 
ticularly the  Riving  up  of  64-gun  ships,  which  occasioned  s 
good  dciil  of  discussion. 
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And  may  you  rax  Corruption's  neck,      «tretcK 

And  gie  her  for  dissection. 
But  since  I'm  here,  I'll  no  neglect, 

In  loyal,  true  affection, 
To  pay  your  Queen,  with  due  respect, 

My  fealty  and  subjection 

This  great  birthday. 

Hail  Majesty  Most  Excellent ! 

While  nobles  strive  to  please  ye. 
Will  ye  accept  a  compliment 

A  simple  poet  gies  ye  ? 
Thae  bonny  bairn-time  Heaven  has  lent,  cWidMn 

StiU  higher  may  they  heeze  ye  raisa 

In  bliss,  till  fate  some  day  is  sent. 

For  ever  to  release  ye 

Frae  care  that  day. 

For  you,  young  potentate  o'  Wales, 

I  tell  Your  Highness  fairly, 
Down  Pleasure's  stream,  wi'  swelling  sails, 

I'm  tauld  ye're  driving  rarely  ; 
But  some  day  ye  may  gnaw  your  nails. 

And  curse  your  folly  sairly, 
That  e'er  ye  brak  Diana's  pales, 

Or  rattled  dice  wi'  Charlie,* 
By  night  or  day. 

Yet  aft  a  ragged  cowte's  been  known         ooit 
To  mak  a  noble  aiver  ;  cart  1m»m 

1  Charles  James  Fox. 
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So,  ye  may  doucely  fill  a  throne,  wisely 

For  a'  their  dish-ma-claver :  talk 

There,  him  at  Agincourt  wha  shone, 
Few  better  were  or  braver; 

And  yet,  wi'  funny,  queer  Sir  John, 
He  was  an  unco  shaver, 

For  monie  a  day. 

For  you,  Right  Reverend  Osnaburg,* 

Nane  sets  the  lawn-sleeve  sweeter, 
Although  a  ribbon  at  your  lug  ««i 

Wad  been  a  dress  completer : 
As  ye  disown  yon  paughty  dog  proud 

That  bears  the  keys  of  Peter, 
Then,  swith !   and  get  a  wife  to  hug,    quick 

Or,  trouth  !   ye'U  stain  the  mitre 
Some  luckless  day. 

Young,  royal  Tarry  Breeks,^  I  learn, 
Ye've  lately  come  athwart  her, 

A  glorious  gjilley,'  stem  and  stem, 
Weel  rigged  for  Venus'  barter; 

But  first  hang  out,  that  she'll  discern, 
Your  hymeneal  charter, 

i  Frederick,  the  second  son  of  George  III.,  at  first  Biahop 
of  OcnaUiirK,  afterwards  Duke  of  York. 

»  William  llunr>',  Uiird  son  of  George  III.,  afterwards  Duke 
of  Clarence  and  King  William  TV. 

•  Alluding  to  the  newspaper  aoooiint  of  a  certain  royal 
tailor's  amour.  —  B. 
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Then  heave  aboard  your  grapple-aim, 
And,  large  upon  her  quarter, 

Come  full  that  day. 

Ye,  lastly,  bonny  blossoms  a*. 

Ye  royal  lasses  dainty. 
Heaven  mak  ye  guid  as  weel  as  braw, 

And  gie  you  lads  a-plenty. 
But  sneer  na  British  boys  awa', 

For  kings  are  unco  scant  aye ; 
And  German  gentles  are  but  sma'. 

They're  better  just  than  want  aye 
On  ony  day. 

Grod  bless  you  a' !   consider  now, 

Ye're  unco  muckle  dautet ;  nnorf 

But  ere  the  course  o'  life  be  through, 

It  may  be  bitter  sautet:  salted 

And  I  hae  seen  their  coggie  fou,       bowi  full 

That  yet  hae  tarrow't  at  it ;  * 
But  or  the  day  was  done,  I  trow, 

The  laggen  "  they  hae  clautet  scraped 

Fu'  clean  that  day. 

1  To  tarrmo  at  food  is  to  linger  over  it  ftx)m  dislike  or  want 
of  appetite. 
'  The  angle  between  the  side  and  bottom  of  a  wooden  dislk 
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ADDITIONAL  STANZAS  OF  « THE  VISION  " 

In  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop  of  January  15,  1787, 
Burns  speaks  of  certain  stanzas  of  The  Vition  which 
he  had  omitted  from  the  printed  copy.  A  manuscript 
of  ten  leaves,  in  Burns's  handwriting,  has  been  pre- 
served, which  contains  The  Vision  unabridged,  as  it 
stood  in  1 786  —  The  Gloomy  Night  is  Gathering  Fast 

—  The  Lass  of  Ballochmyle  —  My  Nanie,  0  —  Hand- 
some Nell —  Song  in  the  Character  of  a  Ruined  Farmer 

—  Song,  Though  Cruel  Fate  should  bid  tis  Part  —  and 
AJisgiviiigs  of  Despondency  on  the  Approach  of  the 
Gloomy  Monarch  of  the  Grave ;  all  of  them  being 
poems  which  did  not  appear  in  the  first  edition,  but 
most  of  which  were  inserted  in  tlie  Edinburgh,  or 
Becon<l  edition.  From  allusions,  the  MS.  was  undoubt- 
edly written  after  July  1780,  and  before  the  Edin- 
burgh edition  came  out.  By  the  liberality  of  Mr.  Dick, 
bookseller,  Ayr,  present  proprietor  of  tlie  MS.,  we  are 
enabled  to  present  such  portions  of  it^  contcntM  as 
have  not  seen  the  light. 

After  18th  sUmza  of  printed  copies: 

With  secret  thnn^s  I  marked  tiiat  catth. 
That  cottage,  witnc«.M  of  my  birth  ; 
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And  near  I  saw,  bold  issuing  forth 
In  youthful  pride, 

A  Lindsay,  race  of  noble  worth, 

Famed  far  and  wide. 

Where,  hid  behind  a  spreading  wood, 
An  ancient  Pict-built  mansion  stood, 
I  spied,  among  an  angel  brood, 

A  female  pair; 
Sweet  shone  their  high  maternal  blood, 

And  father's  air.l 

An  ancient  tower  2  to  memory  brought 
How  Dettingen's  bold  hero  fought; 
Still  far  from  sinking  into  nought, 

It  owns  a  lord 
Who  "  far  in  western  "  3  climates  fought, 

With  trusty  sword. 

There,  where  a  sceptred  Pictish  shade 
Stalked  round  his  ashes  lowly  laid, 
I  saw  a  martial  race  portrayed 

In  colours  strong ;  * 
Bolrl,  sodger-featured,  undismayed. 

They  stalked  along. 

1  Sundrum.  — B.  Mr.  Hamilton  of  Sundrum  was  married 
to  a  sister  of  Colonel  Montgomery  of  Coilsfield ;  consequent- 
ly. Bums  felt  a  great  interest  in  the  family.  The  female  pair 
were  Misses  Lillias  and  Margaret  Hamilton,  the  latter  of 
whom  was  living  in  1851- 

2  Stair.  —  B. 

8  These  words  are  written   over  the  original   in   another 
hand. 
♦  The  Montgumeries  of  Coilsfield. 
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Among  the  rest  I  well  could  spy 
One  gallant,  graceful,  martial  boy, 
The  sodger  sparkled  in  his  eye, 

A  diamond  water; 
I  blest  that  noble  badge  with  joy 

That  owned  me  frater\ 

Afler  the  20th  stanza: 

Near  by  arose  a  mansion  fine,* 
The  seat  of  many  a  muse  divine ; 
Not  rustic  muses  such  as  mine, 

With  holly  crowned. 
But  th'  ancient,  tuneful,  laurelled  Nine, 

From  classic  ground. 

I  mourned  the  canl  that  Fortune  dealt. 
To  see  where  bonny  Whitefoords  dwelt  ;3 
But  other  prospects  made  me  melt, 

That  village  near;* 
There  Nature,  Friendship,  Love  I  felt, 

Fond-mingling  dear. 

Hail !   Nature's  pang,  more  strong  than  death  ! 
Warm  friendship's  <;low.  likt;  kindliiiir  wrath  ! 

*  Captain  .lanio!<  Mnntgoincn-,  Mastor  ot  M.  ilnmefl'n  liOdge 
Torbolton,  to  which  the  author  has  the  honour  to  belong. — B. 

*  Auchinlcck.  —  B.  The  jHJct  here  [tays  a  compliment  to 
the  Doswcli  family,  and  particularly  to  the  biographer  of 
JohnHon. 

*  Bnllochuiyle.  The  Whitefbords  were  at  this  time  partmf 
witli  the  property. 

*  Mauchline. 
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Love,  dearer  than  the  parting  breath 
Of  dying  friend ! 

"  Not  even  **  i  with  life's  wild  devious  path, 
Your  force  shall  end ! 

The  power  that  gave  the  soft  alarms, 
In  blooming  Whitefoord's  rosy  charms, 
Still  threats  the  tiny-feathered  arms, 

The  barbed  dart, 
While  lovely  Wilhelmina  warms 

The  coldest  heart.2 

After  the  21st: 

Where  Lugar  leaves  his  moorland  plaid,^ 
Where  lately  Want  was  idly  laid, 
I  marked  busy,  bustling  Trade, 

In  fervid  flame. 
Beneath  a  patroness's  aid, 

Of  noble  name ; 

While  countless  hills  I  could  survey, 
And  countless  flocks  as  well  as  they ; 
But  other  scenes  did  charms  display. 

That  better  please, 
Where  polished  manners  dwelt  with  Gray 

In  rural  ease.* 

1  Originally  written  "  only." 

2  A  compliment  to  Miss  Wilhelmina  Alexander,  the  "  Bofi- 
ny  Lass  of  Ballochmyle,"  in  whom  certainly,  when  Maria 
Whitefoord  departed,  the  poetic  worshipper  of  beauty  foand  a 
new  goddess  not  inferior  to  the  former  divinity. 

*  Cumnock.  —  B. 

*  Mr.  Farquhar  Gray.  —  B. 
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Where  Cessnock  pours  with  gurgling  sound,' 
And  Irwine,  marking  out  the  bound, 
Enamoured  of  the  scenes  around, 

Slow  runs  his  race, 
A  name  I  doubly  honoured  found,* 

With  knightly  grace. 

Brydone's  brave  ward,  I  saw  him  stand,^ 
Fame  humbly  offering  her  hand ;  / 

And  near  his  kinsman's  rustic  band,* 

With  one  accord, 
Lamenting  their  late  blessed  land 

Must  change  its  lord. 

The  owner  of  a  pleasant  spot. 
Near  sandy  wilds  I  did  him  note  ;* 
A  heart  too  warm,  a  pulse  too  hot, 

At  times  o'erran ; 
But  large  in  every  feature  wrote. 

Appeared  the  man. 

1  Auchinskieth. 

^  Caprinf^on.  —  B.    Cunningham  of  Caprington,  Baronet. 

*  Colonel  Fullarton.  —  B. 
<  Dr.  Fullarton.  —  B. 

*  Orangeficld.  —  B.    Mr.  Dalrymple  of  Orangefield,  near 
Ayr,  was  an  active  patron  of  liums. 
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SONG, 

TS  TUB  CHARACTEB  OF  A  RUINKU  FABMKB. 

TuwK — Go  from  my  window,  Love,  do. 

The  sun  he  is  sunk  in  the  west, 
All  creatures  retired  to  rest, 
While  here  I  sit  all  sore  beset 

With  sorrow,  grief,  and  wo; 
And  ifs  O,  fickle  Fortune,  O  I 

The  prosperous  man  is  asleep, 

Nor  hears  how  the  whirlwinds  sweep  ; 

But  Misery  and  I  must  watch 

The  surly  tempest  blow: 
And  it's  O,  fickle  Fortune,  O  ! 

There  lies  the  dear  nartner  ot  my  breast, 
Her  cares  for  a  moment  at  rest : 
Must  I  see  thee,  my  youthful  pride, 

Thus  brought  so  very  lowl 
And  it's  O,  fickle  Fortune,  O  ! 

There  lie  my  sweet  babies  in  her  arms, 
No  anxious  fear  their  little  heart  alarms; 
But  for  their  sake  my  heart  doth  ache, 
With  many  a  bitter  throe* 
And  it's  O,  fickle  Fortune,  O  I 
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I  once  was  by  Fortune  carest, 
I  once  could  relieve  the  distrest : 
Now,  life's  poor  support  hardly  earned, 
My  fate  will  scarce  bestow 
And  it's  O,  fickle  Fortune,  O  I 

No  comfort,  no  comfort  I  have  I 
How  welcome  to  me  were  the  grave  I 
But  then  my  wife  and  children  dear, 

0  whither  would  they  go? 
And  it's  O,  fickle  Fortune,  O ! 

O  whither,  O  whither  shall  I  turn  I 
All  friendless,  forsaken,  forlorn  I 
For  in  this  world  Rest  or  Peace 

1  never  more  shall  know  I 
And  it's  O,  fickle  Fortune,  O  1 
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